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Rom the French Stage & to-day we entertain, 
* And ſhew, alternate, Wives and Husbands Pain 
Sport of Love is a bewitching Evil, 


But Jealouſy is 4 tormenting Devil: 
Marry d or Single tis to Him the ſa me, 


The Fire he kindles, and then fans the Hame; 
May this ſain Circle + ſhun the fatal Snare, vY 


4 


And make their Spouſes their peculiar Care; 


By their own Choice be to the Temple led, 
And not to wrinkled-Cits be forc'd to wed ;. 
Whenever Parents ſuch a Task impoſe, © 
Husband axd Wife are made eternal Foes. 
In various Shapes the monſtrous Fiend is painted, 
And ev'ry Jealous Cuckold too i, ſainted. 
Fops, Fools. and Fidlers ſhall adorn our Scene, 
And a brick Widow cure ye of the Spleen. 

The Bard to whom we owe this merry Feaſt 
1s now, we doubt not, number'd with the Beſt ; 
Our Engliſh, Rosctus, you All know the, Name, 
Rosctus and BtETTERTON we count the ſame. 
* What he has been, tho preſent Praiſe be dumb, 
© Shall haply be a Theme in Times to come, 
* As now we talk of Roſcius and of Rome. 


* This Comedy is an improved Tranſlation of che 


George Danvin of Moliere. 

f Pointing to the Boxes. | 02.38 
See Mr. Rowe's Epilogue, for Mr, Bezterton's Benefit, 
Spoken by Mrs. Barry, 1709, 
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EPILOGUE. 


Writtenby AR ravaMiaway NE 78 


all who grace this Theatre to-day, 
- My Thanks with humble Gratitude I pay. 

May all the Fair, in Life, ſucceſsful prove; 

And all the Men, obtain what moſt they love. 

But chiefly Thoſe, on whoſe important Care, 

Depend: the future Progreſs of the War : 

May all ſuch Men have this propitions Doom, 


© Conqueſt Abroad, and juſt Returns at Home. 


Now to my Spouſe: (1 muſt conſtrain my Nature, 


And try henceforward to endure the Creature.) 
Come here, thou ſolid Comfort of my Life. 


Forgive the Faults of thy repenting Wife; 


„ 


e think of wronging ſuch a Loyely-Piece: 


- -Confider, mine I did but juſt begin, 


Iran the Danger, but eſcap'd the Sin; 
And fince the Matter is ſo juſtly ended, 
My Ways, hereafter, ſhall be ſtrangely mended. 
Sure I was mad, with a kind Spouſe like This, 


EPILOGUE wii 
Behold his Eyes ſo bright, his Skin © fleck, | 
His winning-Leer, and Dimple in his Cheek; 
" Well! tis reſolv'd, Il ſtrive with Hymen's-Grace, 
To doat upon this V engzable Face. 
"Bur if 6 ba en Ulsen cause do} ©! 
Tm ſure in one thing we may both agree; 

A Thing too common in à Marry'd-State, 
«Which is, each other heartily to Hate. 
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| FF, Per Philadelphia FN S 


8 Should believe Mr. Cunningham very 
WS conſtant, if I had Faith enough to cre- 3 
dit this Letter, Jeffery What com- 
6 plements are here? but tis the YE » 


| A | PMIR<q that all young Lovers write iu. Of 

Fe Pray, Madam, believe me, you know I am 4 2 
Man of Integrity. I cannot diſſemble let him 3 5 bs 
If what he would if he did not loye you, do a 
I'd tell you ſo? "+58 


fund in Love at Fifty? 
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Phil. When he has Opportunity, I confeſs, he ſays 
kind Things to me. | 


Jeff. Take my Word, Madam, my Maſter is not like | 


other Men; unleſs he loves a Lady, and loves her paſſio- 


mage too, he never troubles himſelf ro complement her 


much. | | & 
Phil. Never! Ves, Jeffery, ſometimes you know he 
complements my Aunt. | | 


Jeff. That's a convincing Proof of his Love to you 
you can't think him reduc d to the neceſſity of making 
Love to an antiquated Piece without deſign: you know he 
has no other Way to obtain the Happineſs of ſeeing you. 
What ſhall I tellhim, Madam? 

Phil. Tell him, I have received, and read his Letter. 

Feff. Is that all, Madam? 6 
- Phil. All! yes; art thou not content with that? 

Feff. Any indifferent Perſon, that had hands, and 
eoud have read, would have done as much as that. 

Phil. Well: tell him then, in time perhaps, I may 

My Maſter, Madam, can't endure to depend on 
a Perhaps. 
Enter Prudence. —_ 

Pra. Quick, quick, up to your Chamber, Madam. 
1 What's the matter? Is my Aunt comiilg hi- 
ther? 

Pru. She'sat my Heels; go up the back Stairs, quickly. 

Phil. Farewell, Feffery, commend me to your Maſter, 

| | Exit. 
Fe. For what, I beſeech you is not my Maſter 
bewritch d to court a Lady a whole Year; and ſhe'll hard- 


I V ſhe loves hum yet? 5 72 


Pru. Alas! ſhe's but a Novice; let me alone with 


ber. Ill order the buſineſs fo, that if thy Maſter bediſ>, 
..___ ereet, and paſſionate enough in his Expreſſions, he wins 


her Heart, I warrant you. 2+; 
Fe He can ſay nothing to her, but that damn'd 
Aunt of hers is hearkning ſtill-— what pleaſure can ſhe 


I Fye, Feffery, you muſt fay at Five and Twen- 
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F. 1 wonder any Woman can have the impudence, 
to live, and trouble Mankind after that Age 


Pri. There never was a Woman {o old, bur ſhe. re- 


tain'd a Opinion of herſelf. 

Feff. Then ſhe dreſſes herſelf fo fantaſtically too, that 
all may ſee ſhe ſtrives to appear Young in defiance of 
Nature—ſhe is more gawdy in that ſhe calls Half-Mourn- 
ing, than a you ng Bride is on her Wedding Day. 

Pri. That makes her appear more charming to her 
Servants. 

Feff. TheDevil's i in her, if ſhe believes that any man 

can love her, tis Jeering her but to be civil to her, 

"TR A little Flattery fires her ſhe believes all that 
is ſaid to her, and he that does not complement, and 

make Love to her, ſhall not be twice admitted to her 
Houle. 
ef. Oh Reverend Beauty! On my Conſcience, if 1 


coù d greaſe her Chops with a few Complements, ſhe'd | 


mump and ſmile upon me. 
Pru. No doubt of it. 
eff. Well, when ſhall my Maſter have: an Opperr- 
nity to ſpeak freely to Mrs. Philadelphia? 

Pru. Mr. Lovemore is thy Maſter's Os and is bet- 
ter belov d here than he imagines; uſt perſuade 
him to amuſe the Aunt, that Mr. Cunni ths may have 
Convenience to court the Niece. 

Af Mr. Lovemore's tired with di that Part 00 
en, he's cloy'd with the Aunt, and {wears he a have 
no more of her. 
Fru. I am ſure, her Niece and I endure much more 
——tell him, 'twill be Charity in him to relieve us, 


? 
T7 72 "Twill be very hard to perſuade bind cet 3, 
Pru. This Old Lady of mine, has laggyiſh'd for 4 
Young Husband ever ſince Sir Oliver Laycock dy'd; ſhe 
cares not what Eſtate he has, or what Religion 'he i 63 
_ oof, ſo he be young and luſty: But where is the 


- Viſcount Sans-Terre * Maſter told her of, webt, 


| he's long a- co 


min 
N Some crols 3 Accident hinders bim. 


B 2 — 75 


4. 


man, our 
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Pra. She has lately received ſome Letters, that have 
giv na full Account of him. 
Feſf. So much the worſe; what is it? | 
Pru. They ſay his Fortune is not very much, but he 
is greatly born, and very pleaſant he is fo great a 
Lover of Muſick, that he has not a Servant, but can 
ſing or dance, or play upon ſome Inſtrument; you may 


know when he's come, by the noiſe the Fiddles make in 


welcoming him to-Town, for all from Weſtminſter to 
Napping pay him Homage. | 


Feff. Wou'd he were but marry'd to her, Prudence. | 


Pra. Whether he marries her or no, is not our Bu- 
Finefs, Feffery; let him but fool with her till thy Ma- 


ſter has gain'd her Niece, and then our Work is done. 


cock, 


Feff. We have had enough of thy old Lady 


let us now talk of our own Amour——ſpeak, doſt thou 


love me, Prudence ? | | 
Peru. A pleaſant Queſtion - do you doubt it now ? 


Fe. If you would have me credit you, you muſt 
fwear it. | 63 3 
Pru, Sure you are jealous, Feffery. 


Feff. 1 know your Humour well enough; you love 


| A bold audacious, Fellow, that will ſay any thing, and 
ſuch a one we have ry come to Town, one Merry- 


* fear you'll like him better than 
ou do me? ad. . 


oner; 


E Pry. Oh Fool! why ſhould you think ſo? 


Fe Thave ſome Honour in me, but he is a Fellow. 
that has eaten Shame and drank after it. he is more 
Impudent, if poſſible, than. a Court- Page, and will take 


-no denial. * 0 
Fru. Hold your tongue here's my Lady. 


Enter Lady Laycock. 
I. Lay. What Buſineſs has Feffery with you ? 
Pru. His Maſter ſent him to enquire whether he 
. might have leave to wait on you this Morning. 
L. Lay. Yes, tell him I expect him. ˖ 
Fre. He durſt not come becauſe Mr, Lovemore's with 


L. Lays 


him. 


| 
| 
. 


The WanTtow Wire. 5 
L. Lay. Go, tell 'em if they pleaſe to come, they 
ſhall be welcome both. [Exit Jeffery. 
 Pru, You fee, Madam, what Power your Beauty 
has, neither of 'em can live a moment without ſeeing 
you. | | 
L. Lay. No, they have other buſineſs with me, Prue; 
they came from Paris lately, and brought a Letter to 
me from my Brother, and I believe they come for my 
7 Anſwer now. | HS ale, 
| Pri. But does not one of em love you, Madam? 
Th L. Lay. I have ſome reaſon to believe one of them 
does Mr. Lovemore has ſpar d no. pains to perſuade me 
| to quit my Widow-hood—'Tis a very malicious World 
| we live in, Prue, they are ſo apt to cenſure, and ſpeak 
| ill of any fingle Woman, that we ought to marry only 
| to avoid that Scandal Thou knoweſt, Prue, Wealth is 
1 Fe” not the Thing J ſeek. | 
| Prius. Then, Madam, your Buſineſs is done—the Viſ- 
count Sans-Terre ſhall be your Husband. 
| L. Lay. Ah Prue, if he were but as handſome as— 
f 1 Pru. Ah Madam, that's too much. 
; L. Lay. Why, may not I wiſh: for-? | 
Pri. Conſider his Quality, Madam, and bate him 
. ſomething for that one thing Imuſt aile you, be 
1 not too prodigal of your Gold at firſt——to be Liber! 
| now and then will be convenient? and make him Kin- 


— 


* 
. 
—ͤMU P. —— . — —— os 
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der to you. . 8 
| L. Lay. For all this, I ſhould think myſelf very hap- 
Py, if I were-certaingf Mr. Cunningham, or Mr. Love- 
more. * | 
I Pru. A little Jealouſy will enflame em; they U be 
more preſſing when the Viſcount comes. 
L. Lay. But yet methinks Cunningham and my | 
1 Niece 3 I 
„ Pru. What, Madam? 


| L. Lay. Are always whiſpering— » $4 86% 
Pru. He only complements her, Madam; ſhe is too 
young, to make Love ſeriouſly. Iv 1-5; 
L. Lay. With your favour, there's no truſting to that 
to my knowledge there are thoſe younger than 
ſhe, that. underſtand what Love is but too'well.- 
> + B 3 4 Pru. 


os 1 


c 
z © 
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Pru. That's true, Madam, but Philadelphia is_ G | 
innocent, that no Man can make Love to her, but to 1 5 


vert himſelf: here ſhe is, Madam. 


I. Lay. What does ſhe come for? I'll ſend 2 packe | 


ing quickly. 
Fru. Conſider what you do, Madam; how can Mr. 


Lovemore entertain your Ladyſhip, unleſs his Friend 
may divert himſelf with Rallying with your Niece? 


L. Lay. For all that, I could wiſh 
Fru. Pray trouble not yourſelf, truſt me, Pl watch 
her, Madam, 


Enter Philadelphia. 
Phil, Will your Ladyſhip go to Eaton s. —the Coach 
is at the Door. a 
L. Lay. No, III not go yer. 
Phil. If you ſtay long, Madam, the beſt Goods may 


de ſold before you come. 


L. Lay. No matter ha! what ails the Girl? how 
ſtrangely ſhe looks! — her Eyes are hardly open yet. 

Phil. How, Madam! 

L. Lay. Then her Head's dreſt awry 
guiſes her Tord, how frightfully it looks. 

Phil. Tryly, Aunt, 'tis dreſt juſt as the Faſhion is. 

L. Lay. Mech her Hood, Prue, TIl have her put it on 


till it be mended. 


Phil. I dreſt it to pleaſe no body but myſelf, Madam. 

L. Lay. Tl have you now dreſs yourſel ro caſe me 
come, put on your Hood. 

Pris. My Lady's in the right——never was any thing 
more Ridiculous——here put on your Hood, I am ſure 
it's much hand ſomer. 

L. Lay. Why don't you put it on? 


: Phil. I can't endure it, Madam. 


L. Lay. Do it, I fay. 


Pra. So, now 'tis as it ſhould be—all modeſt Maids | 
 ſhou'd be dreſt thus 


but here's Mr. Cunningham, 
ad Mr. Lovemore. * 


Enter Lovemore, and Cunningham. 


Lov. Your Servant, Madam—you ice how we love s 
your - 


how it diſ- 
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ih Four Company, by giving you this Trouble in the 
| Morning. | Pap 
| Cun. Tis a Happineſs we are much envy'd for. 

Si I. Lay. You are welcome, Gentlemen, pray com- 
| mand this Houſe as freely as your own. | 
= Lov. Why does this young Lady hide her Face 
pray Madam, let us ſee you. 
g L. Lay. Forbear, Sir, I beſeech you——ſhe has had the 
5 Tooth- ach lately; if ſhe takes off her Hood, ſhe'll catch 
PS” Cold, and bring the Pain again. 
. Phil. J thank your Lady ſnip for your Care of me, 
but the Pain has been gone ſo long, I do not fear it 
now. | 
Lov. Nay; then we muſt have it off. 
Phil. What ſay you, Madam, ſhall I pull it off. 
I. Lay. Yes, Impertinent, I ſee you have a mind to 
f ſhew yourſelf. 
N Pru. Tis the Nature of all young Girls to do what 
they are forbidden. 
| Cn. I come to trouble your Ladyſhip for your Let- 
, ter to my Lawyer—your countenancing my Buſineſs, 
will be a great Advantage to e.. 
I.. Lay. This, Sir, is what my Brother commanded 
me, you fnall fee tis my Delight to ſerve his Friends. 
| Low, Madam, you promis'd me that Honourable 
9 | * 
L. Lay. Do you, Sir, pretend 'to it? 
$$ F & Les, Madam, more than any one. 
I. Lay. I have not much Beauty to boaſt of; but 
Wo Sir, makes ſome amends for the defect of the 
„ 
Lov. Defect! pray Madam, wrong not yourſelf ſo 
much. 2 
41 L. Lay. There are few but know a little their own 
1 Value — and tho' a Woman be not fam'd for à great 
; . Beagty, yer if ſhe be agreeable, there are thoſe. will like 


= 


her well enough. 8 
Lou. You have that in Perfection, Madam. 9 
L. Lay. In this, Sir, I know you do tot flatter m 

Phil] W ea 

Til. Madam. 


B 4 Cun. 
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un. Then, Madam, you like my Choice of theſe | 


- Clothes? 5 
Phil. Extremely well— was it your own Fancy, Sir? i 
Cun. I am notaſham'd to own it, ſince you like it, 41 
Madam. | 8 * 
Pra. I liſten to em — he talks to her of nothing but 
new Faſhions——you may, Madam, continue your 
Diſeourſe without diſturbance. | , - | 
I.. Lay. Pray Sir, tell me freely——how old do you | 
think I am? | | 
Lov. Faith, Madam, if you were not a Widow, 1 wv 
ſhould think you a very Girl; ſcarce Twenty. 
L. Lay. Now, Sir, you flatter me——you might have 
faid Thirty; I do not love to diſguiſe my Age. 
Lov.” How Thirty, Madam ? and look fo youthfully— 
II not believe it, tis impoſſible. 5 
L. Lay. You do not know what Miſery I endur'd, whilſt 
my old Husband liv'd—the Griefs I had upon me would 
have diſtracted another Woman alas, Sir, it is not 
Age, but Sorrow has broke me. — | . 
Lov. It makes me fad to hear you tell it, Madam, and 8 
vexes me to think any old Man ſhould enjoy ſuch Har 


pineſs. f . 
| 3 You know not, Sir, how many Tears I have | 


Lov. Tis ſome Comfort, Madam, to remember he 
did-not live long with you. | 
L. Lay. Truly, Sir, 15 Years. | 

Tru. Yes, and 15 to that. oy AS 
L. Lay. Having been ſo unfortunate in a Husband, you 
may believe I have but little Encouragement zo marry 
again? for Iam very happy now Iam alone. 
Lov. Youdo wiſely, Madam, for ſhe deſerves not to 
de pity'd, that raſhly runs into the ſame Misfortunes ; 
and therefore you have, Madam 1 
L. Lay. Nay, Sir, I have not forſworn Marriage yet. 
Lov. I'm forry for it, with all my heart !—Pray, Ma- * 
dam, where do you uſe to walk in the Evenings, into 
ra, .; ; Ht wat y 
L. Lay. Not very often, Sir. „„ NE YC oe 


* 


| = 


| 


' the place. 
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Tov. Or into the Mulberry Garden?—lIsnot the Wil- 
te very pleaſant? 
L. Lay. If I like my Company, Sir, I never diſlike 


Lov. Let me have the honour, Madam, to wait up- 
on you thither preſently. 
L. Lay. Not yet, Sir, after Dinner if you pleaſe 


but tell me, Sir, do you think me ſuch an Enemy to 


that were I ſure a young Gentleman. lov'd 


me, and lov'd me truly, I would be ſo cruel to refuſe 


him? 

Lov. When I conſider what you endur'd in Sir Oliver 
Laycock's Time, I think you ought to do it, Madam 
and that Man's unjuſt, Madam, that urges you to break 
your Reſolution. 

L. Lay. Pray do not miſtake, Sir I have made no 
ſuch Reſolution yet. 

Lov. Nay, Madam, ſince you” re diſpleas'd with what 


I have ſaid, we'll change the Diſcourſe Pray, Ma- 


dam, do you think the young Lord Lucky has that In- 
tereſt in Court that Fame reports he has. 

IL. Lay. Lord, Sir, this is a ſtrange wild Anſwer to my 
Queſtion— Let me tell you, Sir, if I have any Merit, 
Wealth or Beauty, there's one Sir, in the World deſerves 


'em all. 
Pru. Good! how ſhe teazes him? r 4fide. 


s 


Lov. But has that one no Fault, Madam? * 


L. Lay. You know him very well, Sir. 

Lov. I know him, Madam? 

L. Lay. Yes, you, Sir; tis yourſelf. 

Lov. 'Sdeath, what will become of me now ? (Aſide. 


Enter Servant. 
Fer Madam. 
L. Lay. What now? 
Ser. The Marchioneſs is come to viſit: you. | 
L. Lay. Troubleſome Creature! go one of owe and 
entertain her quickly. 
Pru. Which of us, Madam? 
- L. Lay. Go you, Phil, and keep her Company till 


ome. g 
= 3 5 5 -Dhil, 


3 —— 
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Phil. 1 ſhall, Madam. | Exit. 
Cun. Pray, Madam, what is this Marchioneſs? . 
L. Lay. O Sir, a moſt eternal Talker, her he = 

ike the Larum of a Clock, as faſt, and to e 


Tune ſtill— She's almoſt Sixty, and yet pretends to 


Beauty, and loves Courtſnip moſt unreaſonably— Say 


but a kind thing to her, and you win her very Heart: 


the truth is, ſhe has not much Reputation, Sir; but the 
Reſpect I give her is to her Quality, not to her Perſon— 


but ſhe's an Ori in her kind, Sir. 


Lov. Oh blind, blind Creature! ſhe draws hes mls 


Picture, and laughs at it. 
Cun. Sure, Madam, her Converfation muſt be very 


t. 
She has been much courted in her youth; 


3 2rwou'd make one die with Laughin to hear her 


boaſt of her Lovers now—how this Knight ſighs, and 


that Lord dies for her; when all the while I know 


what Neceſſities the poor Creature is reduc'd to 


I would have brought her hither, but that I knew we 


never ſhould have been rid of her——Excuſe me a Mo- 


ment, IIA ſend her away, and return preſently—your 


Servant, Gentlemen. [Exis. 


Cun. How now, Friend, what's the matter? why 


doſt look ſo ſullenly? 


Lov. I play the Aſs here any longer? no, if I do, may 


»T turn Jack - Pudding to a Rope · dancer, and ſhe my 


Tricks in Bartholomew Fair next Vear. 

Cun. Nay, but Friend, dear Friend 

Lov. Tell not me of Friendſhip ; what Man would en- 
dure to be ſo plagu'd as I have been? I have parry d 
with my beſt Skill the moſt dangerous Thruſts that 
ever yet were made at me to tug at an Oar, or 


dig in a Mine at Pers, is Recreation to it: but the firſt 


time to offer Marriage to me; I ſweat to think of it. 

She made me tremble twice, for fear ſhe ſhould have 

forc d my Neck into her mouldy Nooſe of Matrimody. 
Pris. We have no other way to blind her, Sir. 
Lov. Tis all one to me. 


© Gun. If thouloy'ſt my Life, Friend, do not forlaks 
me now. 2 


_—- 3 4 K 


Tov) 


* * 
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Tov. Pray Sir, live if you pleaſe, and give me leave 
to do ſo too——Should I agiin be left alone with * 
the beſt I can hope for is Diſtraction. 

Pru. How do you like the Niece ? 

Cun. She's all Perfection. 

Pru. How do you thrive? do you find her kind, 
Mr. Cunningham: 

Cur. She has promis'd me a meeting after Dinner, 
if thou can'ſt but remove the Aunt for us. 

Pru. That muſt be Mr. Lovemore's Work. 

Lov. My Work! | 

Pru. Yes, yours, perform your Promiſe, carry her 
this Afternoon to ſee Paradiſe. 

Lov, III ſooner carry her to Ho. and leave _her 

there. Ido it? no, Good-by. 

Cun. Stay, ſtay, dear Friend; can you deny me; 
when all my Happineſs depends upon it? 

Lov. Were it to ſtorm a Town, to attack an Army, 


I Tdurſt attempt it, Sir—but for this Aunt, I dare not en- 


counter her. | 
Pru. She will not eat you, Sir. | 
Lov. Yes but ſhe will, and forty ſuch as I am for 2 
Breakfaſt. 
Pru. This Man is mad— 


Lov, So would he, or any Man, that had been worryd 


by her as I have been II ſooner be ſent to the Tower, 
and caged there with the Lions, or be carry'd to the 
Bankſide, and be baited with Jom Dove, than be ſhut 


an Hour inte a Glaſs Caach with this old Cor morant. 


Pru. Would this Viſcount of yours were come! 

Cun. Hell not be abſent long, the ready Money 
pleaſes him extreamly——he ſhall do whatever I com- 
mand him. 

Pri. Wou'd Mr. Lovemore were but as tractable” 

Lov. Well, ſince I am not, I'll reſign my Place to 
him Stay, there's an admirable Deſign come into 
my Head juſt now. 

un. What is it, Friend? 

Lov. Why, may not Meriyman, your Falconer, 2 


for this Viſcount, Sir? no body knows him. 
ou. — he 9 to do it? W e 


3 


* 
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Tov. He has Impudence enough, and that's as good. 
> * Cun. Twas he that I employ'd to treat with Sans- 
* Terre, he knows his Humour to a har. * 
= Pre. Pray ſend for him immediately. 
| Enter Merryman and Jeftery. 
' Can. He has prevented us; look here he is! . 
Mer. Your Servant, Sir; your humble Servant, Madam. 
©" Pre. Is this your Merryman ? 
Mer. Yes Lady, have you any Service for him? 
Cun. Have you ſeen the Viſcount, Merryman ? ; — 9 
Mer. Yes, Sir, with much ado. 
Cun. When will he come? 
Mer. A Week hence, or ſooner, it you deſire it. I} 
Cun. But we want a Viſcount preſently. 
Aer. Preſently! 1 «bs | 
Tov. Yes preſently=—conld'ſt thou not act him, 
Merryman. . $41 8 em 414 © 1! 
Mer. I act a Viſcount, Sir? 5 FL I! 
"Can. Thou knoweſt him, Merryman. | 
Aer. Yes, perfectly Sir, tis a gay, jovial Blade. 
Cu. What fay'ſt thou? wilt thou take this Viſcount's 
Name, and court this luſty Widow. 
Mer. I am your Man, Sir; I'll act him to the Life, 
Ill warrant you. | LE 
" Prez. Then without more delay, he muſt this After- 1 
noon viſit my Lady, Sir, for ſhe expects him —whilſt 
he is entertaining her, you may employ that Time to j 
meet your Miſtreſs but Jeffery muſt be near, to- | 
bring you Intelligence. | {| 
Cun. Do you hear, Feffery? 1 
Fe. Yes, Sir, I ſhall obſerve my Orders punctually. 
Cun. In the mean time we'll go, and dreſs our Viſ- 
count Ridicule——if your Lady inquires after us, pray {| | 
tell her, Prudenc - 
Peru. Good Sir, {pare your Advice, tis enough I tell 1 
her the Viſcount will be here this Afternoon —Prayhyhhy h 
be you careful, Sir, that your Man acts his part. | 
© Mer. Good Gentlewoman, meddle you with your 
own Buſineſs look to your Lady's falſe Hair, Spaniſh 
Paper, and Mercury Water; and trouble not your head 
about my Parr. ves ON 
Fru. This Fellow's conceited, Sir. Au, | 
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"Viſcount, I ſhall 


Tur WR Mr Wir. 15 
'- "Mer; Not ſo neither; but Id have yo to Know, I 


underſtand my Trade as well as you do' yours, 
Fru. I have given Advice to as vile u Man as you INES 


are. 
Mer. It may be ſo—then he had Wit enough not to 


follow — et's ſee your Mouth, how old P2125 Wes 


Pru. Gueſs. 
Mer, 1 or chereabos. 
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Cun. Go, Surah, get er your Buſineſs Rout 


you be diſcovered now, our whole Ms is ſpoild: 


Lov. entre farewel. * * 
Mer. Farewe tender Vir 1 | 

Peck thn yo your Jacket — No s 
Fru. Away, you: Fool. FH 1295 yl 


Evd of the Firſt Act. 


Enter Cunningham and Philadelphiz. e, 


Cun N r length, Madam, Fortune has been kind to 
me, we have. no jealous Eyes to watch us 

now ; now I may tell you how I have languiſh'd for 

tho' I hope Madam, I might ſpare my Language, 
Ls my Eyes have often done it for me. 

- 'Phil.-1 do not well underſtand your meaning, Sir; 

but I am bound in Generoſity to wiſh. you E e 

Cun. That Wiſh, Madam, was kind but i o- 


* r from Generoſity, twill hardly make me p- 


TOs _— 
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PY-3 tis Er more that I deſire of you, tis your 
Love that I 1 | 
Phil. 1 am afraid to hear this Language, Sir, and bluſh 
to find myſelf alone with you—and ſhou'd ay Aunt 
us — 
Can. Pray let not that diſturb you, Malans; Prudence 
| will be careful to prevent that Danger—What have you 
| now to fear? - 
Phil. & thouſand, things; the Anger of my Friends, z| 
| the Reproachand Cenſure of the World, but, above all, 19 
a Change in you———that guilty Coldneſs, which too * 
often youre x returns our eaſy, our innocent As. 4 

Can. Ah Madam, do not injure me ſo much, | 
judge of me by others—rather think me guilty of al 
vou can imagine, than believe I. can be falſe to you. 

Phil, All Men ſay the ſame things, their Actions on- 
ly diſcover the Truth of their Intentions. | 
Cu. Then I beſeech you, Madam, judge of me by 

my Actions; let Time convince you, by a thouſand 
Proofs, of the Truth of my Intentions. 

Phil. Alas how eafily we are perſuaded to what 

wee are deſirous to believe! . 
> Ou. But Madam, may I hope to obtain your Love? 

Phil The hazard I run in being here alone with 

methinks ſhou'd ſatisfy you but, Sir, you know 
am at my Aunt's diſpoſal, my Father dying left me | 
to her Care—and till ſhe is provided with a Husband, 14 
twill be in vain, I fear, to ask me of her hear a | 

Viſcount's coming to court her, Sir; if that ates; oh 

Cun. Then I may live in hope, and not declare my 

Love, before we ſee how ſhe receives this Viſcount. 

2 I ought to have given you only my Eſteem; but 

Love be what you paint it to me, I muſt in | 


jak ice then grant your | 
Fg * Lach Laycock. 2 
That Painting, my fine Niece, is very pretty II 


5 luſh becomes —A too—1 ſee your queaſy Sto- f 
mach's up already, — I muſt be forc'd to 9 a 

Gallant for you—very well. l 

phil. Madam, for me? 
I. Ly. Yes, Impudence, for you— bad I not overheard 

the Love he made, this Huſly wou'd deny it, Cun. 
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Cun. Indeed, Madam 

L. Lay. Go, go, you may be aſham'd to come into 
a virtuous F Y, to debauch an innocent young Vir- 

in. 
n Cun. Madam, I came with no ſuch baſe Intent; my 
End was honourable, 'rtwas Marriage, Madam. 

L. Lay. Here's none to be married, Sir, you are mi- 
ſtaken Come to make Love in a Widow's Family, 
that's very pleaſant truly. 4 | 

Phil. Pray Madam, o not think | 

L. Lay. Hold your tongue, Bold Face, I ſhall take 
another Courſe with you, 
Phil. Very well, you muſt come hither to XS my 
Aſſiſtance, and offend my Augt——what. had I 
with your fooliſh. Love? mt! 

L. Lay. What does the Baggage mean ? : 

Phil. Tis not fit for me to tell it, Madam, becauſt 
know it will but encreaſe your — if ever 
he asks me to ſpeak for him agen 

L. Lay. You ſpeak for him; for what? 

Cun. Sdeath, Madam, what do you.intend to do? 

Phil, 1 intend to diſcover al and clear myſelf—yau 
ſee how I am chid. for I told; you be 
how much my Aunt wou 41 be offended, if any one 
ſnould preſume to ſpeak of Love to her; and that ſhe 
had made a ſolemn Reſolution to live and dies Widow; 
— F you were ſo importunate, you would not be de- 

ny' 

L. Lay. No Phil, you are miſtaken, I haye made no 
_ Reſolution yet; but I confeſs 'tis my Deſign to 

o ſo, 

Cun. Well Madam, fince all Addreſſes of this kind 

e but offend your Lady ſhip, I'll think of it no more. 

il Stay, I beſeech you, Sir, be not ſo haſty 

2 "Phil go — ſhall be able to judge when I yavo 
eard it. 


«Phil. Well, Madam, if you are refoly'd to hear i 2 — 


Sun. If you have any kindneſs for me, Madam, ap 


not engage me in it. 
Phil. Truly, Madam, I am afraid you will be more 


A din when you hear what he has made me-pro- 
un Cun. 
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Cun. That's very true, I have offended you enough 
already ; therefore, dear Madam, hear no more. 
L.. Lay. Yes, I will hear it, Sir, and more LI 
know how ſhe came to be alone with you. 

Phil. Madam, he met me here by chance, and 
mann N Nur. 
© Cun. A Curſe! fay I came to rob the Houſe, to fire 
the City; tell her any thing; Tl own it, rather than 
_ fay I love her. ED a 2 

L. Lay. What's that he whiſpers to you? 5 
- Phil. He ſays he's aſham'd to let you hear it; but I 1 
muſt hide nothing from your Ladyfhip. | 
un. Well, tis in vain to ſtruggle; I am caught— 
Phil. The truth is, he came hither to ſeek you, 
Madam—and meeting me, he gave me a Deſcription 
of I know not' what Pain he ſuffer'd for your Lady- ö 
ſhip—and told me, if I took not pity on him, and in- | 
form'd you of his Love.— ] ſtarted at the Word - and | 
was extremely incens'd at him, as you, Madam, inſtruc- 
ted me but ſtill he preſt me, Madam—and I pro- 
teſted, as in truth I ought, that I durſt not ſpeak to | 
— you for him, or any Mam at laſt he told me, he knew 11 
your rigid Temper, and therefore durſt not tell you 
a his Love directly, but begg'd that I would, at a diſtance, 
s break it to you—well knowing, that nothing but Time 
- * and infinite Courtſhip wou'd prevail with one of your 
Wit and Beauty, Madam——at laſt, he made ſuch a la- 
mentable Complaint, that I (not thinking any harm) 
took pity on him, and promis d, if his Love was as he 
painted it to me, I muſt, in Juſtice, then grant his De- 
— as I ſpoke theſe Words you enter'd, Ma- 
am. 
L. Lay. Go, get you to your Chamber. | 
© Phil. Your Servant, Sir. * Exit. 
un. I fear I am troubleſome, I'll leave you, Ma- 


gry 
_ Can, You had, I muſt confeſ but now I ſee What 
— | a 8 . - a | 


- 
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ad Averſion you have for Love, . Pl trouble 29 no 


* 
L. Lay. 1 aſſure you, Sir, I have been peſter'd with 

ſo many Suitors, and ſo much troubled to deny em 
too | 

Cun. No. body bal rant of that, twas in- 
diſcreetly done, I muſt confeſs; but 'twas the Extre- 
_ of my 'Paſſion, Madam, made me commit that 

ault. 

L. Lay. Why did you not addreſs yourſelf to me? 

Cun. To you, Madam! with what Confidence 
could I preſume to do it? But Madam, if you have any 
Eſteem. for me, give me leave to make my Paſſion 
known to Philadelphia. 

L. Lay. We muſt. not talk of Love before young 
Girls, they are too apt to think of it themſelyes, we 
necd not, Sir, put em in mind of it but, on the con- 


trary, we ſhou'd make Love ſeem monſtrous to em, 


tho' we know better things ourſelyes—not but that 


there are Pleaſures: in Widowhood, which are not to 


be found in a marry'd. nt tis as we ourſelves 


fancy it. 


Cum, Well, Madam, fince you fancy it 10 much, I 


ſhall not endeayour to diſſuade you, 
L. Lay. Do not miſtake me, Sir, I fay not this be- 


cauſe tis my intent to over - value my at all, _ 


on the contrary= 
Enter Philadelphia. 3 
Phil. The Man has brought the little PiRures, Ma 


dam. 

Cun. I am oblig'd- to her for this Relief, tis ſome 
Satisfaction for the Torment I endur'd. 

Phil. Madam, he's at the door ſhall he come in? 

L. Lay. No, fooliſh Girl——let him come another 
time, muſt you needs trouble me now? 

Cun. Has he not fine Toys for a Cabinet? 

Phil. O yes, theprettieſt that you ever ſaw. 

L. Lay. Oh the officious Creature]! IIl have none of 
em; get bas gone, you A* Creature. 

Cun. What a nn reature an amorous old 


Woman is! 
I. ker 


5 be ney ae 
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L. ey. 1 may, Sir, without Vanity, © acknowledge, 
that the beſt part of my Time (in my Husband's days 
and ſince) has been employ d in anſwering the eager 
Sollicitations of troubleſome, importunate young Men. 
l have been perſecuted by Men of the greateſt Qua- 
lity in England——ar this very Inſtant I am preſt to 
receive the Addreſſes of a Viſcount. © 
Cu. What Viſcount, Theſeech you, Madam 8 

L. Lay. A. Man of noble Birth, his Name's well 
known. tis the Viſcount Sans-Terre, Sir——you ſeem 
diſturb'd—I hope you are not jealous. 

Cun. I can never be troubled at your Happineſs. | 

IL. Aae ni I will never give you, any Cauſe, 


Enrer Prudence. 


Now wie ab N hither for? | | | 


Fru. Madam, tlie Viſcount Sant Trrre is come. 
5 Cun. Thanks to my Stars, now I may breathe a lit- 
tle. 
Fru. Never was any thing fo gallant, Madam——he 
has half the Fiddles in the City at his heels. 
17 Cun. The Rogue will over. act his Part, an RG 

** I 

L. Lay. Methinks you are melancholly. ; 

Cun. I, Madam? 

I. Ly. Yes, Sir, I fee it well enough pray let 

it not diſturb you. Now he is come, 1 muſt receive 
5. civilly. . 

a By Means adam. e 


do Euter Merryman, Phil. Jerry, and Fiddles,  _ 


Mer. From the. North I came; 
_ T heard of the Fame 
Of the Laycock's Beauty; 
P - 54 7% for an Aſs, 
Had I ſtaid where I was, 
: ad not done a Viſcount's Duty. 


2 Leave, Ladies which of theſe is the Aunt= 
o eek her Age, this ſhould be ſhe I look for Par- 
don me, Madam, that _} that vile "oy Ape 'to 


lome 
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ſome is an Affront, to you *tis none — for you look 
younger than your Niece I was told ſo before I 
came, and now I find it true. 

Phil. What Anſwer ſhall T make him, Madam? 

L. Lay. You are miftaken, Sir, I am the Aunt. 

Mer. You the Aunt! that's good 1 i airh—perſuade 
me to that if youcan. | 

L. Lay. Tis true, Sir, I aſſure you. 

Mer. And is this reverend Gentlewoman your Niece ? 

L. Lay. Yes! | 

Mer. Yes; you have a mind to wheedle me 
I am not cozen'd ſo eaſily. 

L. Lay. Here's no body intends to cozen you. 

Mer. Are you indeed the Aunt then? 

L. Lay. Yes indeed am I, Sir. 1 

Mer. I know not whether the Devil tempts u me te 
it, or no, but I could wiſh twere true for my 
Mouth waters after you moſt damnably but deal! in- 
genuouſly, which is the N | 

L. Lay. I am not much. furpriz'd at your Miſtake, 
Sir; but you are obliging, and would flatter me. 

Mer. Not I, I wear, Tam in earneſt, Madam—-- 

Phil. This Fellow muſt be a Fool, elſe twere im- 
poſſible he ſhould miſtake ſo groſly.  * 

Mer. If you are the Niece then, you muſt veil to 
your Aunt for Youth and Beauty too. . 

L. Lay. You praiſe me, Sir, too much. 
_ Mer, Not I, by Jupiter pray turn about, about; and let 
me view you round I-marry, there's a-Shape for 
you—and ſuch a ſtately Mien too pray turn agen, 
Madam Lord, what a pretty Childiſh Air is in that 
Face of yours! 

L. Lay. There are thoſe, Sir, that are wer. . 
| In There are none that are the fiftieth part ſo 
we | 

Pr. Do you obſerve how witty the Viſcount is? 

L. Lay. Peace, Prue. 
Mer. The Fame of your Beauty, Madam, has ei 
me from the North to kiſs your Hands. | 
L. Lay. You are too obliging, Sir, 12 

Mer. I come of a very ancient Family, Sir, *tis true 


origi- 
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originally we were French, the Sans-Terres came in ** 
the Conqueror, Madam. 

L.. I believe i. ir, you are melancholly. 

Mer. He is fo, I obſerv'd it, Madam and could 
hardly forbear laughing at him—— ls he treubled with 
the Spleen ? 

L. Lay. You may excuſe him, Sir, he's in Law. 
Aer. In Law! he had better be in Purgatory——me- 
thinks you are diſordered—are you afraid I ſhall n not like 
you, Madam? 

L. Lay. How, $ir ? 

Mer. Let not that trouble you-——if you like me as 
well as I like you, we'll be marry'd immediately. 

L. Lay. Immediately? 

-- Mer. Ay, the ſooner tis diſpatch d, twill be the better, 
55 Ly... You mult allow mea little time to conſider, 
Mer. No, well have no conſideration, Widow—1 ſhall 
get ſuch abundance of young Sans. Terres upon this Bo- 
* of . c 
Truly, you make me bluſh, Sir. : 
8 ſe you bluſh, it becomes you exceed- 
ing ; my Servants are a little tired with their Journey, 
a few Hours will ſettle em this Evening they ſhall 
entertain you, Madam you ſhall ſee how we ſpend 
our time in the North. . 
L. Lay. Where ſhall it be, Sir? 
Mer. Here, in your Lodgings, Madam; let me view 
a Order and the Neatneſs of the Rooms is ad- 


L. Lay. They will not anſwer your Expectation, Sir. 

Mer. Pray let me fee your Bedchamber I ne- 
ver left a Widow's Lodgings before I ſaw her Bed- 
| chamber come, let me ſquire you, Madam. 
| L. Lay. Some other time, I beſeech you, 
I  , Mer. No, no, it ſhall be now lead * of the 
Fiddle. 
l Fr. This is the way, Sir. | 
| L. Lay. This Fellow makes me 8 EN 
| 9 Sir; becauſe 1 let this Yidcouot . | 
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Can. Do not wrong me {o much to think io. £ 
2 Lay: Come Phit, come you with me. w * Exit, 


75 ' — 


5 Enter Lovemore. | | 
Cun. Lovemore, I have had a — of thy 
Sufferings, I have been tormented worle than ever 343 
were by that old amorous Devil. | 
Lov. By the Aunt? | 
Cun. The very ſame: Curſe on a her Devilfhip—=—— 
—_— that's young can comeamils to her. 
Lov. She uk kive hdd rare Jilt in her Youth: 
Cun. But Friend, I thought you had forſworn the 
Houſe ; what ſubtle Buſineſs brings you hither now? 
-Lov. Tis Love, my Boy, I have an Intrigue here. 
Can. You an Intrigue! with whom? 
Love. „Are“ Mrs. Brittle, the GlaG-wan's Wife, 
that's Landlord of this Houſe. | 
Cun. Give you good Fortune, Friend; | 
Love. Damaris, her Chambermaid, I have 
won, who gives me all the Encouragement I can wiſh 
for: She ſays her Husband's jealous to diſtraction, and 
home ora Wife loves ue and Courtſhip molt ex- 
treamiy 
Cun. Very well, you have ground enough to work 
* | 
4 I have a Letter ready, which 1 muſt get con- 
vey d to Damaris, ſhell give it to her Miſtreſs, and ſend 
me her Anſwer inſtantly. Shall I employ Feffery? 
Cun. Yes, there he is, hell do it dextrouſſy 
well, Friend II follow my new-made ion, 
while he is entertaining the old Lady, I may have an 
Occaſion offered me of talking with my 2 Exit. 
Lov. Feſfery 
Sir! 
Thou canſt convey this Letter vate 
ff To one you are in love wh T: 
Lov. You are in the right. 
Tf 1 Wite, Veh or Maid, Sir? 
The truth is, "tis a Cirizen's fair W 
the pr prettieſt little Rogue, | is 
7 
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eff. Do you think this Life will laſt fon ever, Sir? 
s nothing come amiſs to you—-ſhall no Condition 
ſcape ye? f 

Lou. Good wiſe Feffery, ſpare your Counſel, and de- 
5 Liver this Letter for me Take it. 


Feff. Do nor truſt me, Sir, I ſay, do not truſt me, I 
have a damnable ſqueamiſn Stomach, and ſhall ſpoil this 
bawdy, Buſineſs therefore do not truſt me. 9) 

5 What ails the Fellow ! 

have a mind to marry, but [ have no mind to 
bell ickold, Sir, 

Love, Why thou a Cuckold, Fool? 

Teff- If1 — this Letter, Sir, and you make a Beaſt 4: 
of honeſt Citizen, then I am partly the Occaſion i 
of it and oughtnotTinconſcience to expect the fame * 
return, when Iam marry d, Sir? If I by accident ſhould 
ſee a young brisk Gallant with my Wife, I ſhould pre- 
ſently conclude, that he has done the fame — 
* 1 ſay in, Sir, do not truſt me. 
| : Lov. Well, Feffary, the truth is, 1 have no ſuch 

3 1 — — thy Maſter, when he told 

| me how {ſcrupulous thou wer * and feign'd this Story 

| tors Tryal only—farewell, honeſt, Feffery —1I had 

| been in a very fine Condition had I truſted this Raſcal 
| 
| 
' 


| 
| 
| 
| 


with my Miſtreſs's' Name—as ſure as Fate, this 1 * 
3 ;would- -have Og me—but here's her Husband! f 


33 2 1; Enter Brittle. 
BE ; Mr. Briette, 34 * 
1 os ik Your Friend and Ra 
BY Lov. — — i ber Chamber; 20 


i! E. : Brit. Yes, Sir. 

3 $ Tov. I am going to wait on her, farewell I muſt 
employ ſome Fellow that is unknown to the whole Fa- 

ö milly —and now I think on't, Merryman has brought 
"3 1 ſaw the Town before—a plain ſimple 
honeſt Fellow, Clodpole I think they call him, he ſhall 
1 Kalver ais Letter for mol! ſend for him, and give 
1 bim Inſtructions inſtantly. oY: G 
7 Brit. Theſe Gallants flock to this old ich Wow. 4 
| "and make more noiſe about her, than a Kennel of hun- 


gry Wie about a Carcaſpot Carri 


1 * # „ 2 4 "1 LS 
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wn as common as the Exchange, or' Playhauſes— 
where all forts of Company meet to laugh and talk Baws 
dy—It makes me mad, ſtark mad to think ont — 1 
muſt marry s Gentle oman with a Fox, and fil my 
Houſe with her proud vain Kindred, | and inßect m 
Wife with their ole laſcivious Pxinei W 
Barnaby Brittle, you have no body but your ſelf to thank 
for this you muſt marry above your W 
now you ſee the Effect on't. 


Enter Wife. 


How now Wife, whither away 7 gl . 

Wife. 1 am going to the Exchange wich e O8 
Thiladelphis. y 1 1.38 ee "os 38} JV ee 
Brit. To the Exchange? ns prot 5 
Wife. Yes, and thence to cen Pl at the Duke ule 
where we ſhall have ſuch Sport. ) wk lent 

Brit. How! Sport, Wife? 

Wife. Tis the pleaſant ſt Thing in the. whole ls to 
* a Flock of wild Gallants fluttering about two or three 


Ladies in Vinard Masks; and then they talk to em fo 
wantonly, and © loud, that they put the very Players out 


of countenance Tis a better Eatertaiaqent. than 
any Part of the Playcan be. 

Brit. Pray ſtay: Is this-a Dreſs: for Barnaby. Dun 
Wife? a 


No, but tis a Dreſs for a Gentlewoman, far Sir 
Peter Pride's' Daughter, Sir you'd have me wear 
a plain Bombazeen Gown, with my ſer Hood, my Pen- 


dants, _ my Ear-Knots hanging oer em; or at beſt, 


a pity > Sr. Good petticoat; I know better Things, I 
thank ge ——Good-by, Im afraid my Couſin wn 
for me. 


Brit. Hold. Wie if you pleaſe, you ſhall not g. 24 
. Indeed Huxband, if you pleaſe, I will go. 
Brit. Truly, my pretty Wife, I ſhall make you tarry; 
ift. Truly, my N ory You: cannots 
nor you-ſhall not. 0d. J 
Brit. Indeed J ſhall. . 8 ety 
_ Wife. Indeed you ſhall not. 1. IS 
TR Brit. 
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Br. With your Permiſſion, ee ee 
me company this Afternoon. 
"Wife. This Afternoonn?ngè⁊. am 
N. Ves, this Afternoon. 
mie. I ask your Pardon for that, freer Hutband. 
Brit. And 1 ask yours, dear Wife. s 
ö It cannot bee: Aiv 
, Joie. No. * 
Brit. Les. 
Mie. I tell you no. 
Brit. I tell you yes. 
. Wife. You ſhall not force me to it. 
Brit. But ſhall, 1667 — 1 
Wife. 2 ſet your Heart at reſt, 12 
tay me if you can or dare. 
N the Impudence rofay this tomy Face? 
— provoke me, donot. - 


Wife. Where's the Danger, pra 
8 Do not force me to ale jou worſe than Einten· 


46d 
Wife. The worſt vledzu cs, you have done already; 
you marry'd me againſt my will, and do you think Twill 
not be reveng'd fort? 

© _ Bris. Hold that tongue of yours, or I ſhalldo you a 
Miſchief, the Devil tempts me to it ſtrangely. 

Wife. Do your worſt, I defy you; I am a Gentlewo- 
man on both Sides; by the Father, deſcended from the 
Honourable Family of the Prides ; by the Mother, from 
the Worſhipful Family of the Laycocks; and ſhall J ſuf- 
= an Under Citizen, a piryful Glaſs-man to Nr a Slave 
ofme?  - 

Brit. Peace, Peace, I fy: 

Wife. *Tis true, he's i in — Road of Preferment now; 
he has been Scavenger, and in time may come to be 
Churchwarden, and rob the Poor; or to the higheſt 
Point of Honour, to be a Livery Man, and march in Tri- 
umph on à Lord Mayor's Day, or fail in anew-trimm'd 
— 2 to Weſtminſter, almoſt as N as a Ri- 


ang 
7 Irie. eee do not. Ra 
hh, 


5 = ® A 
Beit, MI TI Gentletolks, of Birth agd N for- 
7 
lar 


12 <'T 
2 v4 


"© The Waxnton WIFE" 25 
| Wi . T mig] have marry d 'A Mercl jant, and f have 
Hara aſs Coach, and my little Chariot, my Wo- 
men, and my Footboys in Liveries, have had as much 
Plate, as good Jewels, and as rich Clothes as the beſt 
Lady about the Court And did I loſe all this, and 
marry a ſueaking Glaſsman, that will not allow, me Chri- 
ſtian Liberty my Comfort is, I have Parents n 
not ſee me wrong' d; they are now with my Couſin 
Laycock ; Ill to my Lady Mother, ſhe ſhall know how 
I am ugd by you. i [+ 25d recen 

Brit. What ſhall Ido? I ſhall be damnably tormen- 
ted with this Father and Mother of hers—the Miſchief 
is, (when I do complain,) they believe all ſne ſays, tho? 


never ſo falſe, and face me down that I am in the wron 


ſtil. then the Mother is ſo proud of her pragmatic 
Honour, (as all new-made. Ladies are) and looks for 
much reſpect, forſooth, that tis intolerable if it 
goes on at this rate, what will become of me? I know 
my Fate, there's no avoiding it, I muſt next Month 
take up my Habitation in Bedlam; a Judgment every 
Citizen deſerves that marries a Wife from between 


Temple-bar and St. Fame. [Ex. 


A Xx 


End of the Second Aft. 
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Enter Brittle. Y | ni 


ghtT 


ſooth; may be fine ohex for. ou 
on for am to 


but I Wil it had been High Tre 


any body but one another, I'm ſure I've my Beily, full 
vi em. 1 haye a Wife, 12 turns up her Noſe at h 


honeſt 
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honeſt Neighbours, when they „ dy call her by my 


Name: that thinks all my Wealth' too little to purcha 


the honourable Title of her Husband ; a Title, that with 
all my heart, I would give double the Sum to get rid 
of. My own Houſe is a Hell to me, I never come 
home, but the Devil in the} Shape of ſome Vexation or 
other, get's thither before me. 8 look you! there he 


n 


1 Enter Clodpole. | 
What the Devil has that Fellow been doing there ? 
Clod. How that Man eyes me! 
Brit. I am ſure hedoes not know me. | 
Clod. Is he not a Spy, that's ſet to watch me? he 
Aw me come from the Glaſs-man' s Houſe, and -may 
diſcover me. * 
Brit. Vil er to him—A good Day to you, Friend. 
Clod. The like to you, Sir. 
Brit. Lou do not dwell in this Houſe, Friend, do 
ou? 
f Clod. No, Sir, not ot l. I only came to prepare an En- 
tertainment for to-morrow. 


Brit. 2 to-morrow tell me who makes it, 
will you 


C Mun! 

Brit. How? | 

Clod. Peace! 

Brit. What doſt thou mean? you came out of that 


a "Houſe. 
:  Clod. You muſt not tell i it tho” | ' 
Brit. Why? J | . — B 


Clod. Good Lord, becauſe 
Brit. Of what ? 


. Clod. Softly, Tam afraid we ſhall be overheard. 
Brit. No, never fear it, Man. 


Clod. The Buſineſs I came for, was to deliver a Let- 


ter to the Miſtreſs of that Houſe, in the behalf of a young 


fine Gentleman, but no body muſt know of this— 
you underſtand me, 


Brit. Yes, yes. 
' Clad. For looke; I was charg'd not to be ae 


I came * therefore do not diſcover me. — 
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1 1 4 Wu. ; 
Clod. I can be very eie am commanied, Sir, 
Brit. I find you can. 
| Clod. Her Husband, they ay, is the jealouſeſt Cox- 
N comb i in the whole City ſo ill natur d a Fellow, 
ttt he deſerves not to have Love made to his Wife. 
If this ſnould come to his knowledge, Sir, he'd play the 
Devil you underſtand me. 
Brit. Ves, yes, very well. 
Clod. He muſt know nothing of all this. 
Brit. No doubt on't. 

Clod. They ll cozen him, and do it privately, 
you underſtand me. 

Brit. Ay, ay, no body better: but what's the Gentle- 
man's Name, Friend. - 

Clod. 1 can never remember theſe hard Names, I 
think he's call'd Mr. Love gay, ay, Mr. Lovennere, 
he has a brave Eſtate in our Country, Sir. | 

Brit. Oh, I know him very well, he * at 

Clod. The Draper's over the way. 


Brit. The very ſame. | 

Clod. I aſſure you, he's the honeſteſt Gentleman I e- 
ver was acquainted with——he gave me this Piece of 
Gold only to carry the Letter to this Gentle woman 
Truly, Sir, we meet with few ſuch Jobs as theſe in . 
Country. 

Brit. Well, have you delivered it to the Lady? 

Clod. Ves, yes, and there's one Damaris, a notable 
Girl I warrant her, ſhe knew my Buſineſs before I ſpake 
16 her, ſhe carry'd me to her Miſtreſs inſtantly, | 

Brit. O damn'd Witch! 

Clod. In troth, that Damaris is a very etty Wench 

the Match between us is half made, for Jam wit- 
ling there Wants but her conſent. | 5 
Brit. Ay, you'll ſoon have that, to be fore... What 
| Anſwer made the Gentzewounny to the Young Gallant 8 
1 13 11 
| ©: Clod. She bid me tell hinz=———ſtay; can 1 remember 
it? that ſhe was very much oblig'd ro him for his Kind- 
Rewer to her, and defir'd him 'ro1appolnt- ſome. Place, 


C2 where 


. 9 1 
af 55 — * 7 2 2. 
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where they might ſafely meet, and be very careful, that 


the Husband did not diſcover em. 
Brit. Ah vile Woman! | 
Clod. For you muſt know the Cuckold her Husband is 


very ſuſpectious of her ou underſtand me. 


Brit. Extremely well. 1 v ½ 24 
Clod. In good faith, twill be very pleaſant, for he muſt 


| know of none of their priyate Meetings -you under- 


ſtand me. 
Brit. Ay, ay, to atittle. 50 | 
Clod. Then he will be fitted for his Jealouſ will it 


not be very pleaſant? 
Brit. Les, Certainly. | bn 
Clod. Farewell, mum, not a Word of this be fare 


1 u keep this ſecret fromt he Husband you under- 


nd me. 
Brit. Never doubt 7 x M5 

Clad. For my part, maxe as if I knew nothing 
Of tt—] — when I have a mind to't; they 
ſhall get nothing out of me, I warrant em you 
underſtand me, farewell. [ Exit. 
Bit. Good- by Well, Barnaby Brittle—now you 
find how your Wife uſes you ——this tis to marry a 
Gentlewoman—ſhe may play you a thouſand impuden 
Tricks, and her Gentility, for ſooth, ſhall, bear her out 
in't: had ſhe been a _ honeſt Tradeſman's Daugh- 
ter, I might have taken the Liberty of the City, and 


' have drub d her from Wapping to Weſtminſter, but I muſt 


marry a Gentlewoman, muſt I—1 am mad, and cou'd 
find in my heart to beat my ſelf to promiſe a meet- 
ing to awild young Fellow, that will make no more of 
taking her—O Lud! no, I'll not endure it, I'll com- 
plain to her Parents inſtantly now they ſhall ſee 
1 have reaſon for my Jealouſy; and here they come 


' moſt opportunely for t. 


Enter Sir Peter Pride, and Lady Pride. 
Sir Pet. You ſeem diſorder d. Son, pray what's: the 


matter now? 


Brit. Oh, I am mad, ſtark mad. 
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L. Pri. Good Lord, Son, where were you bred, that 
you uſe us with no more reſpect— Is that Hat of yours 
nail'd on? | 

Brit. Faith, Mother in Law, I have other Things to 
trouble my Head withall. | 

L. Pri. Is it not poſſible, Son, to teach you how to 
behave your ſelf to Perſons of our Quality ? 7 

Brit. Pray, Mother in Law, forbear your Inſtructions 
now. 

L. Pri. Agen! will you never leave that ill- bred Trick 
of calling me Mother in Law? Is't not as eaſy for you 
to ſay Madam? 

Brit. slife, if you call me Son in Law, I know no 
reaſon why I may not call you Mother in Law. 

L. Pri. Yes, there are many Reaſons; if you don't 
know em, I'll inſtruct you, Son—Tho'I am your Mo- 
ther in Law, yet tis not fit for you to uſe that Word to 
a Perſon of my Quality — there's a great difference be- 
twixt you and me pray know your ſelf, and keep 
your diſtance too. 8 

Sir Pet. Enough, Love ſfay no more on't. . 

L. Pri. Good Lord, Sir Peter, you are the ſtrangeſt 
Man in the whole World you make ev'ry one ſo fa- 


miliar with you, that they never give you that Reſpect 


that's due to you. 

Sir Pet. Forbear your Inſtructions l have ſhow'd 
by ſeveral Actions of my Life, that Jam one that will 
not loſe any thing, that belongs to me; therefore, Son 
in Law, pioceed tell me the Buſineſs. 5 

Brit. Well, ſince J muſt, I'tell it you methodically. 
Sir Peter * 

Sir Pet. Softly, Son in Law) tis ill breeding to call 
Perſons of my Birth and Education, thus by their Names 
to thoſe above us, we ſhould ſay, to the Ladies, Ma- 
dam; to the Men, Sir, ſhort. 

Brit. Why then, Sir, ſhort, (if you'll have it ſo) my 
Wife makes me | 


.© Sir Pet. Nay but Son, know you muſt not ſay, your 


Wite, when you ſpeak of our Daughter, Son. 


Brit. Sdeath, will you make me mad—is not ty 


Sir Pet. 
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Sir Pet. Yes, Son in Law, ſhe is your Wife, but tis 
not fit that you ſhould call her ſo; you cou'd do no more, 
if you were marry'd to your Equal. 

Brit. Pſha! what a Rout and a Fuſs is here! the De- 
vil take all Ceremonies for the Love of Goodneſs, 
lay your Gentility - aſide, and give me leave to ſpeak 
what I have a mind to I tell you I am ill fatisfy'd 
with my Marriage. | 

Sir Pet. Your Reaſon, Son in Law. 5 
L. Pri. Are you diſpleas d with what you have gain d 
O much by? | 

Brit. Gain'd, Madam (ſince it muſt be Madam) 
— What have I gain'd-—-'twas well for you, you met 
with ſuch a Fool, elſe your Gentility had been in the 
-Mire, I am ſure my Money has ſtopt many a Gap, that's 
all I have gain'd by it Madam! 

Sir Pet. Do you think it no Advantage then, to be al- 
lyd to the Honourable Family of the Prides ? 

L. Pri. And to the Worſnipful Family of the Lay- 
cocks, whence I, Son, had the honour to be derivd 
a noble Family, that will make all your Children Gen- 
t.emen. | | 

Brit. Yes, yes, I believe my Children may be Gen- 
tlemen, for they're like to be of a Gentleman's getting; 
but I ſhall be a Cuckold, Madam, unleſs Order be ta- 
ken ſpeedily. 

Sir Pet. Pray, Son explain yourſelf, we will not main- 
tain her in ill Actions, we'll be the firſt ſhall do you Ju- 
ſtice on her. | 


L. Pri. Well, 'tis very ſtrange; ſhe was brought up | 


with all Severity imaginable. | 
Brit. There's a young Gentleman makes Love to her, 
and ſhe receives his Courtſhip—this Gallant under pre- 
tence of viſiting my Lady Laycock, your Kinſwoman, 
who lodges in my Houſe, watches tor an Occaſion to 
corrupt her. A | A -.h 
L. Pri. By this good Day, I had rather ſtrangle 

with my own hands, than the ſhoud ſtain the Honour o 
her Family. 


Sir Fer. And I'll run my Sword thro' her and her Gal- 
Iris, 


lant, if ſhe forfeits her Reputation. 
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Brit. 1 have told you what's Fact, and dehre you to 
take it into your conſideration. 

Sir Pet. Tis well known I have Courage, Son—Pll 
call this Gallant to account for this But are you ſure 
all this is true? 

Brit. Ay, ay, too ſure on't. 

Sir Pet. Have a care, Son, for theſe are tickliſn Points, 
and ought not to be dally d with. | . ob 

Brit. All J have told you, is a certain Truth. 

Sir Pet. Go you, Love, and talk with your Daughter, 
while my Son in Law and J ſeek out this amorous Gab 
lant. [Exit Lady Pride.) Follow me, Son, you ſhall 
ſee how vigorouſly I'll manage this Affair. 


Enter Lovemore. | 

Brit. Here he comes, Sir, to fave you. the trouble of 
ſeeking him. 

Sir Pet. Do you know me, Sir ? 

Lov. No, Sir, that I well remember. 

Sir Pet. Iam call'd Sir Peter Pride. 

Lov. I am glad to hear it, Sir. 

Sir Pet. lam known at Court, I had the Honour in 
my Youth to behave my ſelf gallantly in the late Civil 
War——1 was in ev'ry Battle that was fought in the 
Kingdom from Edge-hill to Naſeby. a 

Lov. Very good, Sir. 

Sir Pet, My Father, Sir John Pride, had the Honour 
to command in Perſon, at the famous Battle of Lat zen, 
where the great Guſtavus fell my Grandfather, Sir 
Alexander Pride, was ſo conſiderable in his Time, that 
he had Permiſſion granted him by the Parliament, to 


ſell his Land, and follow Sir Francis Drake to the Weft- 
Indies. | 


Lov. Sir, I believe all this. 

Sir Pet, Now, know Sir, I am inform'd, that 

oF make Love to a young Gentlewoman, for whom, Tam - 
 _concernd-—becauſe ſhe is my Daughter, Sir, and this 
Man, you fee here, has the Honour to be marry'dto her 
lam glad I have found you, to knaw of you the Bot- 
tom of this Buſineſs. R238 

Tov. Pray, Sir, who told you this? 9414 

993 C + Sir Pet. 
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Sir Pet. One that knows it to be true, Sir. 

Tov. Who-eer reported this of me was a Raſcal 
tell me his Name, Vil cut the Villain's Tongue our.” 
Brit. What will become of me now? [ A{rde. 
Tov. This, Sir, you lay, is the Gentlewoman's Hus- 

band. | 
Sir Pet. Les, Sir, 'twas he ds this Complaint to 
me? | 
Lov. You Sir? did you? *ris well you have the Ho- 
nour to be related to Sir Peter Pride, elſe I ſhould teach 
you what it were to raiſe ſuch Reports of me, 


Euter L Pride, Wife, Damaris. 
L. Pri. Well, Jealouſy's a very troubleſome thing 
I bring my Daughter to clear herſelf in the Face of the 


whole World. 
Lov. Was it you, Madam, that told your Husband, 


I made Love to you? 
Wife." I Sir? pray how ſhou'd I tell him ſo— ou 
never ſpoke to me before, that remember. 
L. Pri. Look you there, I knew ſhe was abus d. 
Mie. Zut fince I am ſuſpected, Iwill not be ſul. 
pecked, Sir, for nothing if you do love me, Sir, 
pur ſue it, you ſhall find me willing to entertain —— 
and pray let me adviſe you, Sir, to teach your Ser van 
more Diſcretion, when you gmploy: him next; = | 
"when you write, be ſure to fend it when my Husband's 
abſent—and when you have a mind to court me, Sir, 
you need but come, and on my Word I will receive 
your Vifit as I ought. 
Tov. Pray be not ſo baſty, Madam—you need not 
give me theſe Inſtructions, nor ſcandalize yourſelf thus 
to no purpoſe Pray, Madam, who ſays Iam in love 
. with you ? 
Mie The Company you ſee here—T know nothing 
but what they tell me, Sir. 
Lov. They, Madam, may ſay their Pleaſures, but 
u beſt know it once I made love to you. 
IWife. If you had, you ſhou'd have been welcome, 
Sir. 
Tov, Al Madam, you need not be afraid of me | 
as - 


\ * 
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* -tis not my Nature to debauch young Ladies, 1 have 
more reſpect for 8 and more Reverence for your 


— 


brave Father, and honourable Mother, than to have the 5 
leaſt Thought of abuſing you. | . 
* 1 —— Pri. Now Son, do you hear this, ä * 
Sir Pex. Are you yet ſatisfy d- what ſay younow? ꝰ 
4 Brit. I ſay it is all damn'd Cunning; and ſinee I muſt 
ſpeak, tis not half an Hour fince ſhe receiv d a Letteg 
trom him. * 15 i 
mi. Did I receive a Letter from him? 
Tov. Or did I ſend her one? 
A Wife. Damaris, is this true? 
4 Dam. O Sir! I never heard a falſer thing. : 
Brit Hold your peace, Carrion, I know r weiis 
too well; you were to have introduc'd this Gallant, 
Dam. Who 1? | : | | 
Brit. Yes, Huſly, you. 
Dam. How full of Malice is this wicked World, to 
& me for ſuch a thing ? me! whoam Innocence” 
1 fell. | 
Brit. Hold your tongue, Baggage. 
| Dam. Shall 1 endure this, Madam. | 
1 Brit. Peace, or I ſhall cudgel your Hide for you, 
= you are not a Gentleman's Daughter, I may do what 
Iwill with you. | 
Wife. Thisis ſuch an Abuſe, I have not power to- 
' anſwer him well, tis a horrible thing, that a Hus- 
band ſhould have ſo little Grace to accuſe his own. 
Wife, becauſe ſhe does nothing to him, but what ſhe 
* ought—alas,it I am to be blam'd, tis for loving him 
**. too well. PLD | 
'Þ Dam. So it is, Madam. | | 
Mie. Ay Damaris, that's my greateſt Misfortune, I 
wiſh 'twere in my Nature to entertain a Gallant, I 
were not then to be lamented ſo much but to be 
thus wrongfully accus'd, who can endure it? I will 
not tarry to be abus'd thus. W ee. 
L. Pri. Go jealous Coxcomb, go thou doſt not de- 
ſerve to have ſuch an honeſt Woman to thy Wife. 
Dam. No, Madam, he deſerves to be made What be 
fears to be Truly Sir, I think you ought te make 
K Cs love 


— 


— 
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love to my Miſtreſs, if. twere for nothing but to 
puniſh him If I were in your place, Iam ſure I 


would; and fince he has accus d me, do it, Sir, I pro- 


miſe you, you ſhall have my Aſſiſtance. Exit. 
Sir Pet. Truly, Son, you deſerve allthis they threa- 
ten you With your ridiculous Behaviour ſets all the 

World againſt ou. 
I. Pri. Go Clown, and hw to uſe a Gentle woman 
better let's hear no more ſuch Complaints, I'd wiſh 
70u— II fallow her, my Dear, and comfort her. 
| (Exit. 


Sir Pet. Ay do, my Lady. 
Brit. Why this is "he Devil, to be thought in the 
Wrong, when a Man's in the Right; but I can get no 


body to believe me. 


Lov. You ſee how unjuſtly I have been accus'd, Sir, 
ou are a Man of Honour, I demand Satisfaction of you 
r this Affront I have receiv'd. 
Sir Pet. Tis but juſt, and you ſhall have it, A 
Come, Son, give the Gentleman Satisfaction. | 
Brit. Satisfaction, Sir! for what? 
Sir Pet. For accuſing him thus falſely. | 
Brit. I don't believe I have accus'd him falſely. 


Sir Pet. That's all one, he denies it, and *cis enough 


if a Gentleman denies what he has ſaid. 

Brit. Very well-—if I find him in Bed with my 
Wife, and he denies it, I muſt ask him forgiveneſs; 
Is it ſo? 

Sir Pet. No more ee do as I en 

Brit. What will you have me do? > 

Sir Pet. Truſt me, you ſhall not do too much=firſt 


| take off your Hat, for he's a Gente and you we, 


none. 
Brit. Sdeath, will you diſtract me, Sir? 


Sir Pet. Do it, I Gay-—thar 8 a after me—Sir, 
Bit. Sir. | x 
Sir Pet. 1 ask your Pardon, N 
Brit. I ask your Pardon. 
Sir Pet. For the ill Thoughts I had of yo 


_ Brie. un 4: had of — 


drit, 


. 


„ 
* 


| marred to make = old Woman inlove with me. 
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Sir Per. I had not then the Honour to be Rows to 
Jou. 7 

Brit. I had not then the Honour to be Werd to you. 


7 Sir Pet. But now, Sir, Ibeſeech you to believe 


Brit. But now, Sir, I beſeech you to believe  * 
Sir Pet. That I am, Sir, for ever your humble Servant. 
Brit. How ! would you have me be Servant to him 


that would make me a. Cuckold, Sir. 
Sir Pet. How's this? 
Love. Tis enough, Sir, I am ati d. | 

Sir Pet. No, Sir, he ſhall fay it in — 
for ever your humble Servant. 

Brit. That I am for ever your humble Servant. [Ex. 

Love. I am yours, with all my heart, Sir, and will 
torget what's paſt I have troubled you too much 
your Servant, Sir. 

Sir Pet. Sir your humble Servant, now I hope you're 
convinc'd my Son is match'd into a Family that will 
not 2 him wrong d. Exit. 
ö This Miſtreſs of mine is the prettieſt Rogue 
. ever I was acquainted with, and yet her Wit is ; 
more ſurprizing than her Beauty——to fool her Fa- 
ther, Mother and Husband-—to declare her Love to 
me before their faces, and give me Inſtructions how-w 
to behave myſelf in my Amour, is a-Pleaſure above 


. Expreſſion. 


Enter Prudence. | 

Oh, Prudence! you are an excellent Centinel indeed; you 

let the Lovers be furpriz'd by the Enemy. 

Fru. None, Sir, can prevent Deſtiny. | 
Lov. Jack Cunningham, I confeſs, is fallen. into very 
good hands. 

Pru. He is fo, let him get out of em, if he can; 
Lov. And is that all the Pity thou haſt for him? 
Pru. Since you are ſo charitably ES: do you re- 

lieve him; and for your Encouragement, F aſſyre you 


my Lady loves not him as well as ſhe does you. 


Lov. Love me! 'tis impoſhble! 
Pra. Tis true, ſhe conteſt it to me Yeſterday———— 
* 


why are you 10 ee Sir ? 
Lov. I am ſtudying what horrid Crime eve com- 


Enter 


* 
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Enter Cunningham, Philadelphia. 


What, you have made an Eſcape at laſt? 
: Cun. Yes, but I fear Fortune's too kind long to 


dontinue o — but the Viſcount gives us ſome hopes — 


be has been almoſt an Hour praiſing eight or nine 
a1 of the Aunt s own drawing, which wins her 


i Will ſhe not quarrel with me for leaving her, 
Sir? 

Tov. She ought to be moſt angry with you, Sir 
Knight of the inchanted Lady 'tis Enchant- 
ment {ure to love at Fifty. 

Cun. Very well, Sir—my time a come again to 
laugh at you. 


Fru. Mr. Lovemore has the Advantage of you, he is { 


the Favourite, he is the beſt beloved. 
Cun. I ſhould not envy him, if Philadelphia would: 
it | 
bo Phil, - Were I aſſur'd of your Fidelity, I durſt then 
- promiſe you. 
Cum. Pray, Madam, let my Friend be my Security, 
he knows my Heart, let him be Witneſs 2. our Loves. 
Tru. Come, Madam, give Mr. Cunningham your 


Hand. 
Phil. I give you, Sir, my Hand, and promiſe you: 


my Love, on the Condition you. continue conſtant. 


| Enter Lady Laycock. | 

Pri. Have a care what you do, Sir, here s her 
Aunt. 

Cun. Fear nothing, Madam, I'll recover al. 
before the Expiration of two Years you ſhall have a 
long and dangerous Sick neſs, 

_ Phil. Pray go an, Sir. 

Cun. This Line, that almoſt joins here to this An- 
gle, ſignifies the Death of ſome Relation, whole For- 
tune you ſhall inherit, Madam. 

- Phul. That, Sir, is good enough, Fe 

Cun. But yet you {hall not long enjoy it, Madam 
or "ng that } ne to this an an e 


Sign, 


The WAR rom WIS. 37 
faked you ſhall ſaddenly change your Religion, and end : 
your Days in a Nunnery. 
Phil. Tam apt to credit this, for my Aunt usd to. 
tell me I was fit for nothing but a Nun — 
© Lov; Does this Line ſignify a Religious Lie? 
L.Lay. What's the Buſineſs here? what are vou do 
ing with my Niece's Hand? 
Cup. I underſtand a little Palmiſtry, and begg's her 
Madam, to let me tell her Fortune. 
L. Lay. How do you find it, Sir. 
Cun. Truly, Madam, ſhe's in great danger of being 
made a Nun. 
I.. Lay. Then the will be too happy, Sir—1 do 
not love to change my Religion; but if we had a N un- 
nery for Proteſtants, and I were of her Age, it ſhould. 
be the firſt thing I would do—there's nothing but 
Tranquillity in a Convent—and in the World nothing + 
bur Fears and Jealouſies, and too many that take Hus- 
bands do but marry themſelves to death. 
Phil. There are mighty Numbers that ſeek their 
own Deaths then, Madam. 
L. Lay. Who taught you to diſcourſe of this Subject, | 
Miſtreſs? 
, Lov, I muſt chan _— the Diſcourſe———This Vit- . 
2 count's Humour, Madam, pleaſes me extremely — he 
y ſeems a very honeſt Gentleman. j 
5 L. Lay. He does not ftrain much for his Comple- 
"3 ments, wharever he thinks, he ſays. 
| 4 Lov. He has quickly left you, Madam. 
0 
, 


L. Lay. No, Sir, he's ftill above, admiring ſome M- 
tle Drawings of e Sir, do me the favour 
to keep him Company a while, and III come to you. 
A Lo. He'll think him (lf neglected by you, Madam. 

Tr LI. Lay. His Goodnefs will excuſe me=—ſpeak to your 

$4 Friend to take my-Niece with him. 

F Cun. If thou lgy'it me, do not leave me. 

= Lov. 1 muft, Thall be ſuſpected if I do not. 

1 L. Lay. Phil, bear Mr. Lovemore Company a while,” 

; Phil. Lord, Madam, ſball I be leit alone with him? 
L.Lay. You are Wondrous ſerupulous—no, Prudence 


Hal follow you. 


: ERS 


c 


— 
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ber now? oh! 


L. Lay. Why, does your Friend love me, Sir? 
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Cun. What will become of me now? I ſhall be 
teaz'd to death. eg,” [ Aſide. 
L. Lays Are you. not pleas d, Sir, to ſee me ſhi 


em off, that I may be alone with you. 


2 What will the Viſcount, or your Niece think 
- it? . Denn | ; "13 2 | | 

L. Lay. Alas, ſhe's an innocent Girl, that underſtands 
nothing, and for the Viſcount, I made my Excuſe to 
him, Sir, when 1 left him—but if it be a Fault, you 
ought to pardon it, ſince my Love to you made me 
commit it. Ln h 

Cun. Madam ; 4H 

IL. Lay. You have ſhew'd ſuch Candour in your Pro- 
ceedings, and join'd ſuch Honeſty with your diſcreet 
Paſſion, that tho Widowhood be very pleaſing to me, 
yet I ſhou'd think myſelf ungrateful now to keep you 
—— in Deſpair - throw off your Melancholly, I know 
your Mind, Sir, you wou'd marry me, I give you my 
Conſent, are you now pleas'd ? ; 
Cun. Oh Madam, you have rais'd me to the higheſt 
Pitch of Happineſs—but when you are fo generous, 
ſhall I be ungrateful—the Viſcount Sans-Terreloves you, 


and can 1 without a Crime deprive you of that Ho- 


nour? | 

L. Lay. I fear d, Sir, you were jealous; but to cure 
you, know I intend to marry my Niece to the Viſ- 
count; he will not have much cauſe to complain, for 
ſhe is young and handſome enough for a Wife—you 
are diſcreet, and may perſuade her to't—do it, and you 
fhall ſee I will not retard your Happineſs-—I1 love you 
Sir, and am reſoly'd we'll be privately marry'd to- mor- 
row Mornigg—no body ſhall know of it but Prudence 
——her I dare truſt. 

Cu. To-morrow Morning !*Sdeath, how ſhall I ſcape 


[ Aſrde. 
L. Lay. Why do you ſigh, Sir? | 
Cun. Ah Madam, why did you not tell me this ye- 
Yeerday? my Love had then ſcrupled at nothing, nor 
had Tom Lovemore then diſcover'd his. * 
Cun. Madam, he dies for you. 
82 8 


3 
L. Lay, 


— 
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I. Lay. Truly, Sir, you ſurpriae me how long 


have you known it:t: 0 . 

Cun. Too ſoon for my Quiet, and too late to be a- 
voided now—you may remember, Madam, he came 
into your Cloſet lately, and ſeeing the Viſcount with 
you, he ſtarted ſuddenly, and was ſo much diſorder d, 


all took notice of it—he ask d me privately if he pre- 
tended to your Ladyſhip, and | when I told him that 


he did, hecry'd, I am the-moſt unfortunate of Men 
I love her, Friend, more than I love my Life; and if 
thou doſt not find ſome means to ſuſtain my dying 
Hopes, henceforth expect to ſee thy Friend no more. 
At this I could not forbear fighing, nor tell him we 
were equally unfortunate, for I was your Adorer too, 
and that you were acquainted with my Flame then 
you have prevented me, he ſaid; may you be happy in 
each other, and fearnot me; for I will die a thouſand 
Deaths rather than complain, or confeſs I love her 
then ſtruggling with his Paſſion, he left me, and mix d 
himſelf with the Company. | 
Truly, Sir, it rejoices me to find there is ſuch 


L. Lay. 
\ Friendſhip, and ſo much Love and Honour ſtill in the 


World I warrant you I'll draw this Secret from him. 
Cun. All your Endeavours, Madam, will be fruitleſs. 
L. Lay. Well, Sir, whether I am deſtin'd for you or 

him, I am refoly'd my Niece ſhall marry this Vikoune: 

here he is! LEP Rad „ 

Enter Merryman, Phil. and Prudence. 

Mer. How, Madam, are you alone with this young 

Gallant? +. S 

Cun. I met ber here by Accident. FR 
Mer. The Devil youdid -I find theſe ſplenetick Men, 
when the Fit's off, are madder after a handſome Wo- 
man, than we that are always in good Humour— _ 

Well, Madam, take your Courſe, we ſhall ſee who will 

repent of it firſt : 

L. Lay. Ah, Prudence, I long to be alone with thee 

EI have ſomething of that Conſequence to tell thee. 
Mer. What, always whiſpering to your Confidant 

the Devil's in that Man that conftides much in a hand- 


ome Wyman—they value their Beauties by the multi- 


plicity, 
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of their Servants—1 fear you are of that Hu- 
mou, Madam, you eye that young Spark ſo much: 
L. Lay: Indeed you wrong me, Sir. 
Mer. Thoſe Eyes of yours, Lady Laycock, have + 2 
kind of I know not what in them-—a certain 
Sourneſs, that is ſo ſavoury to me, that I cannot 
Jook on em, but my mm i Meters, and 281 | 
2 it-a-pat It, m | 
805 Pp | 4 pe Enter Servant. 
Ser. My Lord, your Servants bid me tell y you, they 
Save prepar'd what you commanded em. 

Mer. Tis for your Entertainment, my fair Miſtreſs, 

* bid 'em enter. 
Prudence, ſeek out Mr. Lovemore, and bring 
me enter A where 1 may {peak with him conveniently— 
_ what are you faying to my Niece, Mr. Cunningham? 
Phil. Why, Madam, he deſires me 
L. Lay. What Phil? . 

Cun. To walk a turn or two in the Garden with me; ; 
2. ſhe is ſo nice to deny me. 

L. Ly. If that be all, you may go with him, Phil. 
Mer. A ha! I ſmell the Knavery ; he loves you; and 
-Gares not declare his Paſſion before me, and now is gone 
to acquaint your Niece with it—'tis very well. 

IL. Lay. Indeed, my Lord, > aq are too ſuſpicious. 
Mer. I cannot be too watchtul; they would not leave 
Whwithour Deſign, 

L. Lay. T afſie your Lordſhip he has been praiſing 
Four Perſon and Qualities. © 

Mer. He muſt be damnably ill-natur'd if he did not— 
ah Widow, if thou knew'ſt all my Virtnes ! what, are 


they gone? Come, Madam, Pai well after em, and 


* their Sport. 


"milf he nul a. 
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Clodpole, Diaries: 
Dam. Gueſsd at firſt, this Buſineſs came from 


Clod. In — faith, Damaris, I only ſpoke two or 
three Words to a Man that ſaw me come out of your 
Hops to deſire him not to ſpeak of i it, and he betray d 
your Neighbours are horribly given to prating. 

f — Mr. Love more made an excellent Choice, when 
he pickt you out for his Embaſſador—he 4 to make 
a ſucceſsful Treaty on'r. 

Clod. Hereafter Ill be cunninger, and take more dene 
Dam. Indeed tis time. 8 

Clod. Prithee no more o that; hear mea little, | 

Dam. What ſhould I hear? 

Clod. Turn thy Face towards me, 

Dam. Well, Sir, what now? 

Clod. Damaris, Mrs. Damaris. 

Dam. What ail'ſt thou? _. 

Clod. Can'ſt thou not gueſs what I would ſay to thie' 

Dam. No, by my troth, not l. ; 

Clod. Why then, I love thee, Damaris. 

Dam. Indeed! 

Clod Yes indeed do I, or the Devil take me——T 
* hope you'll believe me, when I ſwear. 1655 
Dam. In good time. 
Cle. I never look upon thee, but my Heart jolts in 
my Breaſt, like a Cart in an uneven eee un- 
derſtand me. 8 

Dam. An excellent Simile! 

- | Clod. What doſt thou do, to make thy lr look o 
prettily ? 3 
Dam. No more than others do. _ Clog. 
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Clod. We won't make much ado about this Buſineſs, 
but if you will marry me 
Dam. Stand off, or I ſhall box 
Clod. Cruel, favage, barbarous, inhuman Creature! 
Dam. Be gone, and tell him III deliver his Letter 
carefully. | 
Clod. Farewell, Flint, Pebble, Rock, Marble; or any 


thing, that's harder. Eu. 
Dam. Here ſhe comes with her Husband, I muſt 
hide my {elf till he is gone. Exit. 


| Enter Brittle, and Wife. 
Brit. No, no, I'm not fo eaſily deceiv'd, I am ſure 
the Complaint I made was juſt, I have better Eyes than 
1 imagine, and can ſee thre all your Diſguiſes, Miſ- 
Its | | 


| | Enter Lovemore. 8 

_ Lov. Yonder ſhe is how prettily ſhe looks 

*Sdeath, there's her Husband with her. 

Brit. I find the little Reſpect you have for the ſacred 

Knot that ties us—nay, leave your Curt'ſing, that is 

not the Reſpect Iam talking of, therefore, do not make 

ſport with it. 4 | | | 

Wife. Pray, what do I make Sport with ? 
Brit. I ſee it well enough, —look there, I know you 


ſtand upon your Gentility, and think me much below 


you——agen—no more of this Foolery——the Reſpect 


I meant, was not to my Perſon, but to the {ſacred Tye 


of Matrimony——you need not ſhrug up your Shoul- 
nt tis no ſuch flight Thing, as you make it, Miſ- 
_ | | f 

. Wife. I ſhrug up my Shoulders? 

Brit. I faw you well enough! tell you again, Mar- 
riage is a ſacred Thing—and ought to be more eſteem'd 
with you than it is— tis a burning ſhame, you ſhould 
abufe it ſo—don't toſs your Head, nor make mouths 
at me, do not. > T1067 £ SIN. | 

Wife. I know not what you mean. By | 
Brit. You mock me, becauſe I wasnot born a Gentle- 
man, but we have no Whores in our Family—=rhe 
Brittles were always accounted honeſt, N 1 


Tov. 


* 


— 
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Tov. If he ſhould catch me here, I ſhould ſpoil all; I 
find by the ſigns ſhe makes, ſhe wou'd have me gone 
tis the prettieſt, wittieſt Rogue in Chriſtendom. 
Wife, Prithee Dear, be not ſo jealous of me. 

Brit. Pray mend your Mangers then 

Wife. You ſhall, Love, allow me, alittle Freedom, in- 
deed: you ſhall——what harm is it, now and then to take 
the Air in Hyde-Par k, in my Lady Laycock's Coach, to 
r em to a Play, or to a Ball; alas, I mean no 

arm. | 

Lov. She waves her Hand, to have me gone—if I 
ſtay longer now, I ſhall offend her. [ Exit, clapping 
4a tt % the Door. 
Brit. Ha! what Noiſe was that? ;, .; 1 
_* Wife. You are afraid of your own Shadow, are you? 
Brit, Here youſuffer a wild young Fellow to come at- 
ter you. * 

Wife, Is it my Fault; what would you have me do? 
Brit. 1 wou'd have you do as an honeſt Woman ſhou'd 
do, that means to pleaſe no body but her own Husband 
| I am ſure no Gallant follows any Woman long with- 

out Encouragement——there.is a certain Wantonneſs in 
the Face, with languiſhing Eyes, and dying Looks, which 
draws them, as a Honey-Pot draws Waſps—but modeſt 
Women ſend em away quickly.  _ | 1 
. Wife. Why ſhou'd I ſend any Gentleman away? I 
think it no Scandal, nor am I offended with any Man, 
that thinks me handſome — no, on the contrary, I am 
pleas d with it. 1 e 

Brit. What Part plays the poor Husband, when the 
Wife loves Courtſnip | 

Wife. The Part of an honeſt Man, that's glad to ſee 
his Wife ſo conſiderable, to gain the Eſteem of ſuch fine, 
ſuch well-bred Gentlemen. 1 

Brit. Your Servant, Madam, 'twas never my inten- 
tion to do Jo——the Brittles were never yet accuſtomed 
to that Mode. A 

Iwife. But the Brittles may accuſtom them ſelves toit 

Eiit they pleaſe; for my part, I declare it publickly, I 
have no Deſign yet, to renounce the World, to be bu- 
ry d alive with a Husband do you think, becaaſe we 


* 
rn 


are 
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are marry'd, we muſt inſtantly break off all Commerce mi 
with the Living, and be dead to all the Pleaſures of the "1 
World ——no, no, the Tyranny of Husbands is into- 
1erable, to think we ſhou'd die to all others, and only 
live to them — I do ſo? no, I am reſolvd, I wil 
not die ſo young. n 
Brit. Do you remember the Promiſes you made me 
in the Church? Heh ö fe 
Wife. I made none willingly; you forc'd 'em from li 
me did you ask my Conſent if I wou'd marry you? | 
—no, you only ask'd my Father's and Mother's, J 
iN 
| 
| 


and you'd do well only to complain to them of the 
wrong which may be done you—and ſince I never 
told you I wou'd marry you, and-you did it without 
- conſulting me, I do not think my ſelf oblig'd to be 
your Slave, ſtill ſubject to your Will—no, I am re- 
ſolv'd to live pleaſantly, whilſt my Youth laſts, and 
take all Liberty my Age requires—Pl] ſee the World, 
have the Pleaſure to be courted as well as others are — 
prepare your ſelf henceforth to ſuffer it, and thank 
Heav'nif I do no worſe. —_ 8 
Brit. Very fine, I am your Husband, a you, 18 
I do not fand duch vile lewd Doings. Fort 
Mie. And I am your Wife, and tell you I do under- 
ſtand 'em, and mean to practiſe em. . 
Brit. I have a ſtrong Temptation to ſpoil that Face 
of hers— her Gallants wou'd quickly leave her, if I 
hou'd———T!! be gone, for ſhe's Þ provoking, that if I 
ſtay longer, I ſhall do it. Exit. 
; | Enter Damaris. 
Dam. Ah Madam, I was impatient till he was gone, 
hat I might deliver this Letter to you - you know 
from whom it comes. TH 
" Wife. Give it me, Damaris. $52. 
Dam. | find he underſtood your meaning, Madam. + ' 
_ Wife. Ah Damari;-——how rarely this Gallant ex- 
pr himſelf in tis Letter! — well, theſe Courtiers 
in their Diſcourſe, their Writings, and their Mien, have a 
ſtrange agreeable Air what pitiful- Creatures theſe 
Citizens are to em? | 8 


W 


Dam. 
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Dam. 1 believe the Brittles have nat less d you 
much fince your Acquaintance with theſe Gentlemen. 
Wife. Stay here, III write LY Anſwer, and return 
inſtantly. . . - 2 

Enter Foe — Clodpole. | 

Dam, I need not, bid her give it an 
Truly Sir: gene o very Prating E 

Love. 1 durſt not ſend a Servant of my own, for 
fear of a Diſcovery but thou, dear Damaris, halt ob- 
lig d me, and I'll be grateful to thee. 

Dam. By no means, I have done nothing but what 
your, Merit will exact from ev'r IL if it lies 
in my power to do 152 any ther Service, Sir, be 
pleas d to command me freely. 7. IS 
Love, Haſt thou #4 my Letter to thy Mitre? 

Dam. I have, and ſhe. is gone to anſwer it. 

Tove. Is it not poſſible rs ſpeak with her now ? ; 

Dam. Yes Sir; her Husband's abroad, follow ma 
II bring you to her. 

Love. But will ſne not be y,Damaris-—or may 
not her Husband return, and urprize me with her? 
Dam. She's more afraid of her:Father and Mather— | 


he can, ee it from them, the fears no body 


Love. On *. I will be wholly led by thee. [Exie. 
Clod. What a damnable cunning Rogue ſhall I have 
for a Wife? ſhe has more Wit Mes abr taxis 
in our Country have. | 


5 7 E. 
R Euter Brittle out of the Sap. | 
"Brie. Oh, here's, my Man agen e Loan ger 
him to witneſs what he told me, to my Father and 
Mother in Law, perhaps they wou'd believe him, tho 
not me. 
Clod. A ha! Mr. Babler, are you there You can't 


hear a Secret, but you muſt be prating, muſt ro 
Brit. Who 17 


Clod. Ves you! you "told the Husband all, =} ma 
ſuch a ſtir, that no body cou'd- endure the Houſe 

ou—I am glad 1 know what a long Tongue you 

e, ll truſt Fu with no more Secrets, I wargant 
"you. Bris, 
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Brit, Nay, but Friend.” = 


2 115 S 6 had held your 
2 7W ſhall .get nothing out of me, you under- 


ſtand m | 
»* Brit. d prithee let me know. 
Clod. No, no, you ſee what tis to be aBalr 3 you 
Thall know. nothing by me, 1 affure . 
- Brit. Stay, ſtay a little. | 
Clod. No. 83 | 
Brit. IIl ſpeak but one Word 1 ro aide: 
Clod. No, you'd fain get ſomething out of me, but 
u are-cozen'd now, you underſtand me. 
3 Tis about ſomething elſe I'd ſpeak to thee. - 
Clod. I know your Buſineſs well enough—you'd 
have me tell you that the young Gentleman gave Mo- 


ney to Damaris, and that the carryd him to her Mi- 


Areſs inſtantly—but I am not ſuch an Af] War- 
rant you. | 
Brit. Prithee hear me. 
Clod: No. © 
Fir. 1 will give thee. - 4 
Clou. But I will not take it - you ee tr . 
Brit. I cou'd not make the uſe I intended of this 
ſimple Fellow ; but ſomething ſcap'd him that may 
do as well. If I _ but bring the Father and Mo- 
ther to ſee their Dau aug ter private with her Gallant, why 
certainly 7 hey wy believe their own Eyes hut ſtay, 
how ſhou'd I be ſure, he's with her now—If J go in, I 
ſhall fright him away, and my faying afterwards I ſaw 
him with her, nay, m ſwearing it, ſignifies no more 


than faying 1 dreamt ſo, for my impud ent Wife will 


certainly face me down in it: And ſhou'd I fetch her 


Parents, and the Spark ſhou'd be gone before they 
dome, why chat wi be the fame thing What ſhall 


I do? adad! this is a very hard Circumſtance that a 
Man ſhall be ſure to be a Cuckold, and no body be- 


* teve it but himſelf; tis not ſo with my Neighbours, 
for, if you ſtep into Change- Alley, you'll fee 1006 Ho- 
neſt Fellows there; that every body believes to be 
= Cuckolds, but themſelves. Hold! I have it III = 


ihe? 1 cou d kve 
at they are long" now, 'but * a Puniſh- 


| 
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in ſofily to ſee if he's with = ile lack a-day ! 
O-lud! it's too true, I ſee him thro? the Key- hole! ah! 
ſhameful Jade! ſhe'll certainly come to the Gallows, 
and here come her * the very Judges e that are to 
condemn her. af pigs 
Enter Sir Peter Pride. ; } Pride. 5 
0 Sir, I cou d not be believ d to-day—your Ha 
—_ it wimmingly then; but now tis in my pow'r 
to prove it to ou. 
Sir Per. What, Son in Law, are you at this agen ? 
Brit. Yes, Sir; and had never more reaſon fort. 
L. Fri. I proteſt, Son; you break we Head With 
eh fooliſh idle Stories. . 
Brit. Tour ght er, Madam, does what i works to 
mine. 
. 27l. Will you never leave theſe extravagant Com- : 
ints? 
Brit. No Madam, not till 1 can leave a di moneſt 
Wite. 
L. Pri. Learn to {peak dener of our Daughter, Id 
Sir . Us better Language, Son, leſt you repent it. 
* Brit. Methinks you m give the Loſer leave to 
5 Pri. Remember you have mary d a Gentle- 
woman. 
Brit. I do remember it, Madam, to my Grief, 
e Per. Then remember to ſpeak bf her with mare 
re 
Brit. Yes, if ſhe'd uſe me with more Bede 
becauſe ſhe's a Gentlewoman, ſhe may make what 
Monſter ſhe will of me; and I muft not ay my Eyes 
are my own, nor dare to complain of it. 
Sir Per. What;wou'd you ſay? did ſhe not this Morn- 
ing tell you, ſhe knew not the Man you accusd her of? 
Brit. Yes, but what will you fay, it I ſhew you 
this Gallant and ſhe together? 
L. Pri. Together! Where? | 
Bris. Here, Madam, in my Houſe, | 
L. Pri, If what you fay be true, * tear ber Eyes 


| 
| 
| 


48 The Amonous' Wt ow: or, 


Sir Per. Yes Son, for nothing sdeater to me chan the 
Honour of our Family—it you can prove thi; well 
nce her, and leave her to your Chaſtiſement. 
Bir. Pray follow me. 2 
L. Pri. Take heed you ſerve us not ſuch ae 


Trick as 70% to-day. 
Brit. Lord L 16% do de vou follow me. Exir. 


Buer Lebe Wife, Damaris Fm 9 
Sir Peter, and Lady Pride behind. 
Look there now Madam, have I told you true? 
Vie. Alas Sir, I am afraid * being turpriz'd, we 
muß be very careful. 
Taue. Then Madam, give me leave to wait, on 
you this Night. 
. - Wife. If you will come when. al are alleep, Pl try 
what I can do. 
Dam. Madam, we are undone, your Father, Mo- 
ther, _ Husband are all here, 
[ 2 's ſteal behind, and over-hear . 
| death what ſhall we'do? © © © 
Wh. Truſt me, and be not ſurpriz'd, bine hr 1 
ay, or do- what; y „Ae. a Trick upon me to- day, 
did you? you diſſembled your Paſſion: They told me 
were in Love with me, and 
upon me; I thought I did enough them to make any 
honeft Man aſham'd of ſuch wicked Courſes; then you 
-deny'd; it, confidently ; and have you the Impudence to 


4 


come the very fame Day to my Houle, to tell me 


— fooliſh Loye, and idle Stories, to perſugde me to 
- -diſhoneſty; as if I were a Woman that 'wou'd abuſe 
ſo good a Husband, or violate the Rites of holy 
Wedlock. | 
Tove. What have I done that you ſhou'd 4 
at? Heav'n be prais d, Madam, we live in an A 
then tis not look d on as a Miracle, to ſee, 40 
man make love to a handſome Lady. 
Mie. You thought, becauſe I rallyd with you . 
day, I might be wrought to any thing. — no Sir, "of 
am no ſuch Woman, my noble Parents bred me vir- 
. ouſly; if my Father knew _ he'd make 10 
K 


2 


— 


ts 
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pent this bold Attempt; but honeſt Women hate 
much Noiſe, I will not trouble him; you ſhall find, 
for all I am a Woman, I have Courage enough to re- 
venge the Affront offer d me my ſelt——you have not 
done by me like a Gentleman, nor will 1 uſe you like 


Tove. Hold, hold, Madam. 

Dam. Beat him ſoundly, Madam. 

Wife. As you like this, Sir, you may come agen. 

Dam. Look Madam, who are here ! 

Wife. My honourable Father. | 
Sir Pet. Yes Child, my Heart leaps for Joy at whatI 
have heard; thy Wiſdom and thy Courage ſhow what 

Family thou cam'ſt of. let me embrace my Girl. 

L. Pri. Come hither, Child, I cannot chuſe but wee 
for Joy to ſee thee ſo like my ſelf. | 

Sir Pet. Methinks, Son, you ſhou'd be extaſy'd at 
-what you have ſeen; I confeſs, you had reaſon to be 
alarm'd, but now all your Suſpicions are remoy'd. 

L. Pri. Truly, Son, I think you ought to be the 
moſt contented of all Mankind. 

Dam. Yes certainly Madam, he is but too happy in 
a Wife, he ought tc kiſs the very Ground ſhe goes on. 

Brit. Ah Traytreſs! | 

Sir Pet. What's that? why don't you thank your 
Wife for her Kindneſs? 

Wife. No Sir, it needs not—he has no Obligation to 
me; what I did, was in Kindneſs to my elf. 

L. Pri. Whither art thou going, Child ? 

. Wife. To my Chamber, Madam, that I may not be 
oblig'd to receive his unwilling Complement. [ Exit. 

Dam. Truly Madam, ſhe has reaſon to be angry; 
ſuch a Wife as ſhe is ought to be ador'd. Exit. 

Brit. Hold your tongue, you damn d demure Jade 
you. 

Sir Pet. She cannot but reſent your Unkindneſs to 
her; but now all will be well, your Fears are ended 
— Go, go, excuſe your ſelf, and bo friends with her. 

L. Pri. You ought to conſider, ſhe's a young Wo- 
man, Son, that has been virtuouſly bred, and not usd 
to be ſuſpected for ſuch vile Actions; I am almoſt 
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-raviſh'd- to ſee theſe Diſorders at an end, by her dif- 
creet Management of this Buſineſs. 
Brit. 1 ſce I might as well hold my tongue, for I 

am ſure to get nothing by prating. I had as good fit 
dovyn, and comfort my ſelf with the old Hope, that 

when Tis at the worſt, it may mend - Come! who 
knows! the Time may happen ſhe ll be at it agen! 

the Devil may fail her if ſhe truſts him too often and 

if I ſhou'd ſhow the Quean at laſt in her own Colours, 
- ſhe'd be damnably our of Countenance Ah! dear 
Fortune! let me but live to prove my ſelf a Cuckold, 
and I ſhall die contented. 


Enter Prudence. 

Fru. My Lady preſents her Service to you Madam, 
and commanded me to tell you the Viſcount treats 
her with a Ball to-night, and ſhe deſires Sir Peter, 
your Lady ſnip, and Madam Brizzle your Daughter to 
honour her with your Companies. 

L. Pri. Pray return our humble Services to her, 
and let her know- we will not fail to wait upon her 

:dyſhip. Indeed, Prudence, my Lady Laycock is the 
beſt bred Gentlewoman in the whole City; ſhe was 7 
always kind to her Relations; we have been often 
merry when my Brother Sir Oliver was alive 
Come, Love, ſhall we be going ? & | 

Sir Pet. Ay my Lady. Zxeunt 

Manent Love and Pru. 

Love. Is ſne indeed related to your Lady? 

Fru. Ves, indeed — "Sir Oliver Laycock was her 
Brother. 

Love. Was there ever ſuch a Family of. Fops 


Enter L. Laycock. 
Pru. Peace, here's my Lady! 
L. Lay. Where have you left my Niece, Sir? 
Tove. I left her in the Garden with the Viſcount 7 
his Jealouſy made him very pleaſant, Madam. 
L. Lay. Who is he jcalous of ? 
Love. He's jealous of my Friend Fack Cunningham 
.——ſhou'd he came hither now, I'm afraid he'd be 
the like of me, 8 
L. Lay. 
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L. Tay. Perhaps he wou'd have more Occafion for't. 

Love. What ſay you, Madam? 

L. Lay. I find you can be very ſecret, Sir. 

Love. In what, I beſeech you, Madam? 

L. Lay. Be not ſo much ſurpriz d; I ſaw it well e- 
nough before but you know, Sir, our Sex does not 
permit us — _ 3 | | 

Love. Permit you to do what? | 

L. Lay. Well, they may talk what they pleaſe of 
Women; but when you Men reſolve to diſſemble a 
Paſſion, there's none of us come near you. 

Love. What the Devil does ſhe mean? perhaps ſhe 
has diſcover'd the Intrigue I have with pretty Mrs. 
Brittle. Why ſhou'd I diſguiſe my Paſſion, Madam? 

L. Lay. Indeed you have little reaſon for't, conſi- 
dering the Flame is honourable. 

Lov. I am at a loſs agen —— Good Madam, ſpeak 
that I may underſtand you; I have no Flame, nor Fire, 

nor Smoke for any one I am ſure none that is 
very honourable. 

L. Lay. Why Sir, do you not love me then? 

Love. I love you, Madam ? 

L. Lay. Yes, you Sir: have I found you? 

Love. If one can love, and not know it himſelf, 
then Madam, I confeſs—— THAT & 

L. Lay. This is too much: but I was told before 
that no Man cou'd diſguiſe his Thoughts more artfully 
than Mr. Lovemore can. 

Lowe. Of whom had you this Secret, Madam ? 

L. Lay. Of one that knows your Thoughts, your Friend. 
Love. Fack Cunningham ? | 

L. Lay. The ſame; he told me too how generous 
you were that you reſolv'd rather to pine and die, 
than to deſtroy his Hopes. IA 

Love. Believe me, Madam, he abuſes you. 

L. Lay. Ay, ay, he told me you wou'd fay-fo, Sir; 
but 1 | F 

Tove. You laugh now, Madam, but if what I ſay 
be not a real Truth | | 
L. Lay, Had he not told me of your Love; this 
Obſtinacy of yours wou'd yu betray'd it the very 
* 2 as Dil- 
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- Diſorder you are in diſcoyers * tog plainiy wo have me 


doubt it now. 
Love. Well, you may Gy your Plealure, Madam, bur 
2 Curſe on me if ever] ler d you in my whole Life. 
L. Lay. Not love me! 
Love. No Madam, nor ever intend it; ee 


Truth on't. 
L. Lay. Shou d a stranger hear this, he'd think you 
very rude 


Love. What the Devil ſhall I do with her? ſhe ſticks 
' like Herculess Shirt. When Cunningham diſcover'd my 
Love to your Ladyſhip, did not you ſpeak of Marriage 
to him, Madam? 
L. Lay. Yes Sir; but he valu'd; your Satistsction too 
much to give his Conſent to it. 
Love. Nay, then my wonder ceaſes, and I forgive 
him freely for putting this trick upon me. 
L. Lay. I hope he is not marry'd already, Sir. 
- Love, No Madam, but 
4. - But what ? 
Tove. dare not tell it, Madam. 
L. Lay. Let me beſeech you, Sir. 
Love. Shou'd he know it, he'd hate me fort. 
L. Lay. Believe me Sir, he ſhall never know it for 


me. 

| Love. Well, I will truſt you; the Truth is, he, is 

Z your Nephew, Madam. 

* L. Lay. My Nephew, Sir? | 

Love. Your Brother that's at Parks, i in his Youth fell 

| in love with a Woman of Quality, one of the greateſt 
Beauties in all France, ſhe has been dead ſome Years, 
but her Name's well known; twas Madam D'Olonne 
——by her he had this Son that takes the Name. of 
Cunningham. 

5 * Tis very ſtrange; but do you not love me 
-tacn 
Love. If I fay I cannot, I hope Madam you will not 

think me'rude for ſpeaking Truth——but my Friend 

loves you to Diſtraction— and the Nearneſs of his Re- 

lation to you, makes him deſperate — here hei is, 

wemember Four Promiſe, Madam. 
55 Eier 
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Enter Cunningham; 
Had you no body to put your Tricks upon but me? 
farewel Sir; I hope I am even with you—Your Ser- 
Vant, Madam. | Exit. 
Cun, What the Devil does he mean by this? 
I. Lay. Truly Mr. Cunningham, tw¾as not well 
done to abuſe your Friend. 
Cun. I did not abuſe him; I told you he wou'd deny 
it, Madam. 
L. Lay. Come, leave diſſembling Sir; I know the 
Secret; and do vi 90 you too, provided you pardon: 
your Friend for telling me. 
Cun. What has he told you, Madam? | 
L. Lay. Let this ſtop your Mouth; you know Ma- 
dam D'Olonne, Sir, do you not? O, docs it ſtartle you?” 
Cun. Love more has fitted me indeed; I know not 
what Story he has told her; and I cannot imagine 
what anſwer I ſhall give her. 
I. Lay. My Brother need not be aſham'd to own-> 
it; iy was a handſome Lady, and you are a very hope 
| ful Gentleman. 
Prue. Is Mr. ume bab your Brother's Son? ; 
L. Lay. I might have gueſs'd it by my Brother's Let- 
ter, he writ 1o kindly of him —— you are trou- 
bled, Sir, to think the Nearneſs of your Relation to me, 
ſhou'd take away your Hopes of marrying me. 
Cun. This was wittily invented of the Rogue, and 
Pi! purſue the Hint. [ Aſide. 
Well, ſince he has diſcover'd me, I will confeſs it, 
Madam, and that I f:ign'd the Story of his Love 0 
keep my ſelf unknown. 
L. Lay. That was unkindly done, but I forgive 
you, and am overjoyd to know you. are my Ne- 
phew ; let me embrace you, Sir. 


| Enter Philadelphia. | 
Phil. How's this? Can my modeſt Aunt, chat; is ſo 
ſevere upon others, embrace a Man, and never bluſh | 
at it ? 
L. Lay. Sure tis no ſcandal to embrace my Nephew. 


D 3 Phil. 
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Phil. Is Mr. Cu nningham your Nephew, Madam? 
Pru. Yes for ſooth, that he is. | 
Phil. If he be your Nephew, then he is my Couſin, 


come. 
Cun. My deareſt Couſin. 
L. Lay. Hold Sir, you embrace her very hard: why | 
kave you left the Company ſo ſoon ? 
Phil Truly Madam; 1 3 — d your Inſtructions, 
and was afraid to be ſeen alone with two Men at the 
ſame time you know what a cenſorious Age 


and I ought to embrace him too, and bid him wer 


. welive in. 


L. Lay. Go get you to your Chamber; my Nephew 
muſt tay, for he has ſome Buſineſs with, me. 

Phil. Your Servant, Couſin. | 

Cun. I am yours, fair Couſin. 

Pru. He's none of your Couſin. 

Phil. 1 know it; Lovemore came laughing to me, 
and told me all. Exit. 

L. Lay. Indeed you ſpoil her, Sir, with flattering 
her, and telling her ſhe is fair. 
Can. Do you think ſhe believes it, Madam ? 

L. Lay. So much, that ſhe is grown conceited of her 


Beauty, Which is fo provoking, I can ſcarce endure 
her. ; 


Cun. What a fooliſh Thing a Maid at fifteen is. 


I. Lay. Fifteen! I aſſure you, Sir, ſhe's nearer twenty. 


Pru. How . ſhe ſteals from her own Age, 


and adds it to her Niece's? 
L. Pr. Lou are melancholly, Sir; my Heart's too 
tender — longer to fee you 1 your 
ſelf, dear Sir. 
Cun. Comfort my ſelf with what? 


* Lay. The truth is, this pretended Brother, Sir — 
Cun. Ha! She makes me tremble. 
— 1 © Is not indeed, my Brother. 
Sdeath, I am undone. _ 
We Is not the Exgliſh Gentleman that has liv'd fo 


long in 3 your Brother, Madam? you . 


call d him { 0, 
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I.. Lay. I did fo, Prve—but when his Father mar- 

ry'd my Mother; ſhe was a Widow, and he a Wi- 
dower— ſhe had me by her firſt Hasband, and his 

Father had him by his firſt Wife We were bred 

up together, and thence we ever call'd Brother and” 

Siſter. 

Cun. n what ſhall L do? 


Enter Jeff 
5 10 Sir, your Attorney 4 you Word, that it 
er be not ſpeedily taken, you will be nonſuited. 
Cun. No matter, I have greater Griefs upon me. 
L.. Lay. Dear Sir, Wag your Hy and let me 
know em. 
Cun. Alx Madam, my Torment is, tha rate, cruel 
Fate, will not conſent that J ſhou'd be your Husband. 
E Lay. No Sir, lay not the blame on Mamas 
Confeſs the Truth, and ſay you do not love me. 
Cun. Not love you, Madam I Feffery can tell how of- 
ten he has heard me figfi for you. 
Feff. Oh a thouſand times a-day, Madam. 
L. Lay. Why then will you not marry me? tell me 
your Reaſon. 
Cun. I cannot, Madam. $83. 
L. Lay. Why? 
Cun. Shame will not let me 
L. Lay. Let it be Shame, or what it will; either tell 
me, or never ſee my Face more. 
Cun. Now you are too cruel, Madam —=Sirrah, in- 
vent ſomething to bring me off. 
eff. 1, Sir! alas what is it I ſhou'd invent? | 
Cun. Dear Madam, ſpare my Bluſhes, and let Love 
more tell it for me it he refuſes to diſcover ir, III 
take the Confidence to tell it my ſelf; and leave you, 
that I may the better do ſo. | Exit. 
I.. Lay. This Man amazes me. Thouknow'it this 
2 2 7 | 
. My Maſter has begun a Lye, and Il continue 
if can—No Madam, not half fo well as Mr. Love> 
more does. . 
L. Lay. They are Friends; I ſhall neyer get the Truth 
from him — but thou * tell me, Teffery. 70 
D 4 * 
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Feff. Yes, and be beaten for't ; and then you'll laugh 
at me. | 

Pru My Lady will undertake for that. 18 : 

Feff. Well, Madam; if you'll make my Peace for 
me. | 

L. Lay. Upon my Word, I will. 

FF. Pray mark me, Madam-—my Maſter was af- 
fronted by a Gentleman, who fled into Yorkſhire for 
fear of being call'd to an Account for't thither 
my Maſter followed, and to prevent diſcovery chang'd 
his Name, we call'd him Monſieur Boutevule.—— In 
a few days he was ſo fortunate (or rather ſo unfortu- 
nate) to meet this Enemy; they fought, my Maſter 
was wounded, and his TY dead upon. the Place. 
— We (to avoid the Search that was made fot us) fled 

for Sanctuary to a Viſcount's Caſtle. 
L. Lay. Prithee, go on. 

Feff. The Viſcount was ous a Journey, but his Si- 
ſter, who commanded in his Abſence, very kindly re- 
ceived my Maſter——with this Lady he convers'd 
daily, ſometimes they met at Nights too In fine, 
my Maſter play'd the Fool, for the young Lady was 

got with Child; by whom, it was no matter. | 


L. Lay. You ſaid twas by your Maſter. _ 

Jeff. The truth is, I think he did not hindgr it — 

well, my Maſter grew jealous of her, and watching 
one Night, caught a Servant in Bed with her: En- 
rag d at this, he ſtole away privately, and took no. 
leave of any one—ſoon after the Lady's Brother re- 
turned, the Viſcount Sans-Terre. | 
Pru. The Viſcount Sans - Terre he is here in the 

Houſe, Jeffery. | 

Feff. Then my poor Maſter is loſt be judge your 

fat, Madam, if he dares marry, or truſt any one with 

ſo important a Secret, when this Sans-Terre has ſworn 
Boxteville ſhall dic a thouſand Deaths ; hanging him 

at his Caſtle-Gate, is the leaſt that will appeaſe his 
= Lay. At firſt, I muſt confeſs, I was very angry 
with him for diſhonouring a Maid of her Quality 

but when I conſider'd ſhe receiv'd two Gallants at a 
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time, ſhe deſerv'd to be forſaken by Mankind; well, 
II try to make em Friends. 3 

Feff. You'll loſe your Time, Madam, for this furious 
Viſcount never changes his Reſolution. | 


| Enter Merryman. | 
L. Lay. Here he is, I'll try what I can do with him. 
51 T ou had beſt, Madam, ſpeak with my Maſter 


L. Lay. Truſt me, Tl! ſay nothing ſhall injure him. 
Jeff. He'll deſtroy all I have done; he knows no- 
thing of this, and tis impoſſible to inſtruct him here. 
L. Lay. You are welcome, Sir—I have heard that 
Men in love are very tender-hearted do you find 
your felt ſo, my Lord? | 
Mer. Why do you ask? 
L. Lay. Becauſe I mean to make a Trial of it. 
| 74. Have a care what you ſay—Bouteville hang d 
Or defaming your Siſter. 
Mer. Enough — now my fair Widow, what wou d 
vou have me do? | ant, 
L. Lay. There is one Monſieur Bouteville—.' 
Mer. Yes, Lady, he was hang'd for—- 
Fru. He deſerved it, my Lord, for affronting a Man 
of your Quality. | 
Mer. Ah Madam, had you ſeen the Raſcal ſwing ! 
1 Pris. Woe be to him, if ever your Lordſhip takes 

im. 

Mer. That's right if ever I catch the Villain, 
he ſball ſwing, he ſhall ſwing like a Boy at a Bell - 
rope. 

* Lay. Nay, I beſeech your Lordſhip. | 
Mer. Pray Madam, give me leave————fhall T ſuf- 

fer an inſolent hectoring Fellow to call my Siſter 

Whore? | | 

8 Pru. Nay, worſe, my Lord, to make a Whore of 
er. 

Mer. That's right agen! make my Siſter a Whore , 
Ill hang the Rogue for it at Tyburp. 3 
Peru. 1 fear your Power does not extend ſo far, hut it 
Jour Lordſhip had him at your Caltle in the North — 
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Mer. True, if I catch him there, III hang the 
Whore-maſter at my Caſtle- Gate. | 
Fe. This impudent dull Rogue will ruin all. 

Mer. What damn'd Story has the Raſcal told her? 
If ever I find him, though there be no more Boute- 
villes of the Family, I'll rip his Heart up—nay, never 
' _ flare ſo; I will do't, Madam. | „ 
| L. Lay. Nay, now my Lord you are too furious. 

Mer. Infamous Woman ! I never think of her, but 
- ſhe makes me faint———hold me, Friend; or I ſhall 

ſwoon—— tell me in my Ear what I muſt do. 
I. Lay. Run, Prue, and fetch ſome Mirabilis from 

my Cloſet. 
Mer. Let her ſtay, Madam, 1 ſhall quickly be well 
| agen. 
| Pru. I ſee Men that are nobly born, reſent ſuch In- 


„ 


juries much worſe than meaner Perſons. 
L. Lay. All young Wenches are troubleſome Crea- 
| tures, Prue. | | * 
| Pru. True Madam! and the ſooner you diſpoſe of 

| your Niece, 'twill be the better, Madam. 
L. Lay. No haſte there, Prue, I'll marry my ſelf firſt. 
Mer. So! now I underſtand you perfectly - Pardon, 
| dear Madam, this Diſorder in me; Grief for my Siſter's 
1 Shame, took away my Speech. , 
1 I. Lay. Let me have the Honour to accommodate 
j this Buſineſs ; pray my Lord, let me. p 
1 © Mer. How am, do you think that I can forgive: 
ſp a Fellow that came like a Thief into my Houſe, and 
* robbed my Siſter of her Honour; a Siſter that was the 
very Cream, nay, the Siſter of Siſters; and when he had 
done her Buſineſs, to turn his Bum upon her 
; no, I'll cut his Throat, tho' there be no more Boute- 
Ville, in the Nation. | 
L. Lay. You have told me, Sir, you love me; now 
Tl try it—give me this Gentleman's Life, and I'll be- 
lieve you. | 4 
Mer. Who the Devil in half a Day's Time could give 
you an account of his Birth, and his Country? | 
L. Lay. That's all one; fign his Pardon, my Lord, and 
then you ſhall know all, 88 REES 
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Mer. Well, if you will contract your ſelf before 
good Witneſs to mor the Viſcount Sans-Terre, when- 
ever I call for you, I'll pardon him —— without this, 
Widow, I'll agree to nothing. 
L. Lay. You ask too little for ſo grit a Favour 
I will do more, my Lord, for you; my Niece is 
young and rich, you ſhall have her; I give * to Jou, 


Mer. And I return * to you agen; no, III have 
none of her; I love my Honour better. 

L. Lov. My Niece, my Lord, is vertuous; ſhe has 
been ſtrictly bred, and does not live as wanton Wo- 
men do. 

Mer. That's all one to me—'tis you I have a mind to. 
L. Lay. Whar, if I do not love your Lordſhip ? 
Mer. And what if I do not love your wanton Niece? 

L.. Lay. You ſhall have 10000 l. with her imme- 
diately, and all I have beſide when I am dead. 

Mer. Your Servant, Lady Laycock —— there's no 
catching old Birds with Chaff. 


L. Lay. Since you are ſo provoking, I muſt tell you 


whatever your Birth is, you have not been bred like 
a Gentleman. | 


Mer. How ridiculous *tis to ſee a Woman ſo very 


at fift 
Y Lay. lia! away, rude Man. | 
Fru. You are very uncivil, my Lord, to ſay ſo; I 
affure j my Lady is not thirty. . 
. Ler them alone————hey'l fall to downright 


ſco ding preſently. 


Mer. You hope to ger an old Gown by "apcring | 


her——or elſe you are bribed by Cunningham to ſpeak. 
for him, and fain would fob me off with the giglin 

Niece Somebody ſhall pay for this Aﬀront—Baxreville: 
lurks hereabout; I ſhall find the Raſcal, I'll be the 


death of him. 


L:Lay. Ah Prue? what ſhall I do to avoid thisdread- | 


ful Storm ? 
Pru. You are in danger now to loſe them both. 


L. Lay, Poor Cunningham, unfortunate every Way. 


Pr 
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Pra. Should he leaye the Houſe in this Paſſion, Ma- 
dam, Heaven knows what Miſchief he may do—he's 
going, I'll ſtop him if I can—My Lord, the Company 
Jou invited to a Ball are coming in; though your 
"Lordſhip Coq with my Lady, I beſeech you be not 
to . / 1 ws 1 
Mer. Well, Fl! ſuppreſs my Fury for a while but 
when the Ball is done, woe be to ſomebody. 1 


Enter Sir Peter, L. Pride, Cunningham, Lovemore, 
Philadelphia, Wife, Damaris, and Clodpole. 


Ladies and Gentlemen you are welcome, pray ſeat 
your ſelves; let the Fiddles ſtrike up, and begin the 


> Enter Brittle. 

Brit. O Torment! my Houſe is made a meer Mu- 
fick-Booth——come, Miſtreſs, you have frisk'd enough, 
tis time for modeſt Wives to be in Bed. 

"Wife. 1 will not fail to come when he's aſleep. 
4 Pri. Tis late, we'll take our leaves of your Lady- 
bir Pet. Your Servant, Gentlemen Ladies, Ikiſs 
your Hands. 4 

-L. Lay. Nay, you muſt ſtay a while, and take part 
of a little Banquet — pray my Lord, do me the Fa- 
your to lead my Siſter Come, Gentlemen. 

_ * Mex. Hold there; I will not part with you; I have 
two Hands, and can lead you bott 
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ACT v. SCENE E 


Cunningham, Philadelphia, Jeffery. 
Phil. FJ UT are we ſafe here, Feffery ? | 


eff. Never doubt it, Madam Mr. Brittle 


and his Wife are gone to Bed, and your Aunt's at the 


farther End of th the Houſe in her own Lodgings, buſy 


with the Viſcount, truſt me, you are ſecure. 
Phil. Now I muſt chide you, to put a falſe Viſcount 
on my Aunt, Sir, was too much. 

Cun. Alas, Madam, I had no other way to free m ſelf 
from the Trick you put upon me, when you told ag? 
was in love with her; and I was beholden to Toms. 
Lovemore for contriving it. 

Phil. *Tis very pleaſant to hear Prudence 2 
ber twas the generouſeſt Thing that ever Wo- 
man did to marry this Viſcount, and preſerve your 
Life——ſhe ſeems inclined to it, but hat do you. 


think ſhe will do, when the aiicovers ſhe is cheated by 


you ? 

Cun. She ſhall not be cheated Madam; juſt now I 
received a Letter from the true Viicount —— ſhe cans 
not diſlike his Perſon, for he's a handiome, honeſt, plea-+ 
_ Gene and will be here in two days at far- 

eſt. 

- Phil. But are you ſure the Viſcount will like her? 

Can. She is rich, and he is much in Debt; if he 


finds Money, he'll diſpenſe with her Age and Beauty; 


Madam: He promiſes, whatever I engage bar tim 
he'll ſtand to W N * . 
Phil. What noiſe is that? 


F Enter Lovemore, Merryman, dtp. with Runden. 
Love, Nay, I beſeech your Lordſhi ; r 
e "Mer; 
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Mer. Never tell me, Sir, I'll not ſtay to be affronted 
thus do you think Pl ſuffer an old ill-bred Woman 
to capitulate with a Man of my Quality — no, I'll be the 
- Death of that Son of a Whore Bouteville—Sirrah, go on. 
Bey. To your Lodging, my Lord? 
Mer. No, light me to the Devil. IExit. 
Cun. What's the matter, Tom ? | | 
- Lov. The Buſineſs is quite off agen. | 
Phil. That's very unlucky——what occaſion dit? 
Lov. Madam, when our Viſcount ſwore he had hir'd | 
Villains to murder Boxteville, if he refus'd to marry his 
Siſter, Prudenceand I at laſt perſuaded her to give herſelf 
to _ furious Lord rather than endanger your ſweet 
Life. | 
Cun. Lthank you, Sir. 
Lov. But when he declar'd his Jealoufy of you, and 
told her twWas not enough to marry him to herſelf, un- | 
leſs ſhe gave her Niece to Mr. Cunningham, ſhe fell in- 
to a Paſſion, vowing ſhe wou'd not be impos'd upon 
E this broke the Treaty off, and made the angry 
Lord fly away in a huff. Thos 
-* Phil. Peace, who comes here! 


Enter- Prudence. 


Pru. Where are you, Mr. Cunningham ? 
Cu. Prudence! 
+ Bru. Yes Sir, is Philadelphia there? 
- "Phil. 1 am. What's the News, Prudence? 
Pru. Ah, Madam, can you hear it paticntly ? 
*-- "Phil. Yes, let me know the worſt. 
"Pro. I have not the heart to tell it you. 
Tov. Out with it, Woman. | 
Pru. Oh tis too dreadful, Sir——your Aunt has no 
way to appeaſe the Viſcount's Fury, but by marrying 
him. herſelf, and giving you, Madam, to Mr. Cunning- 
5a at laſt ſhe conſented to it what ſay you? are 
you able to endure this Thunder-clap? 4 
Phil. Beſhrew- your Heart, you frighted me ex- 
tremely. 4 
"Lov. There's but one way to take away this Fright, - 
Fru. What's that? , - - SITES 
k Lov, - 
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Lov. The ſight of a little Levite that has taken Or- 
ders, recovers em I warrant you. | 

Pru. That Care is taken I do not do my Buſineſs, 
Sir, by halves. 

Cun. I am fa extaſy'd with what I hear, it takes a- 
way my Speech. 

Pr. Pray Mrs. Bride that muſt be, go to your Cham- 
ber, and ſtay there till you are call'd for—ſhou'd your 
Aunt have the leaſt Suſpicion of you, all were undone. 

Phil. That's true—your Servant Gentlemen. [ Ex. 

Cun. Oh Prudence ! how am I oblig'd to thee? 

Pr. Did not I tell you, Time and Reſolution wou'd 
overcome all Difficulties I love plain - dealing, Sir, 
and hate to hear ſome Women always talking of Ver- 
tue, and preaching againſt that Love that they make 
themſelves in private—hang all Hypocriſy, I ſay—lI hear 
my Lady; fall to your Complaints, Sir. 

Cun. Muſt I loſe her then——and can I outlive the 
Thought on't ? | 852 

| Pris. Good, Sir, be not ſo much afflicted. 


a Enter Lady Laycock. 

Cun. How! not afflicted, Prudence? ſhall ſhe facri- 
fice herſelf to preſerve me, and ought not I— 

L. Lay. Yes, -Mr. Cunningham, rather, than hazard 

r Life, I have conſented to marry him I-hate—ah, 

Sir, though the Lady was beautiful, you ſhou'd have 
been more diſereet than to have given way to ſuch 
unlawful Love. | | 

Cun. Alas, Madam, there was no body but an od 
Aunt, almoſt bed-rid, to look after this young fair Lady 
——ſhe was kind, and I was not Marble, Madam, and 
had Inot ſurpriz d that Fellow with her, I had marry'd 
her, I fo tenderly lov'd hei; but now I'll die a thou- 
ſand Deaths before I conſent to it. r 

L. Lay. Perhaps a good round Sum of Money, Sir, 
will end this Buſineſs - you know he is poor. | 

Cun. I offer'd to beggar myſelf to do it; but nothi 
but marrying her will ſatisfy him. 544 
L. Lay. Since cruel Heav'n will not conſent that I 
- half be your Wife, twill be ſome Pleaſure to wu = 
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* ally d to me; you ſhall marry my Niece, if you can 


ike Sir. | 
Clod. Sir, Damaris bid me tell you, if you can 
away the 3 her Miſtreſs will come hither to 
vou i ty. 7 
Deen If 1 be depriv'd of you, I cannot think 
of another, Madam. 8 BO! 
Lou. Nay Friend, you are too obſtinate the viſ- 
count, Madam, is at the Devil-Iuvern if you pleaſe 
to retire into your Chamber, Til go to him, and try 
what I can work him to; I am impatient till I fee 
the End of this Buſineſs, Madam. : 
L. Lay: We both, Sir, are oblig'd to you——will you 
bear me Company till your Friend returns? | 
Cun. Pl wait upon you, Madam. [Ex. 
Clod. Is not the Night very unkind to be fo dark, Sir? 
Lov. Quite contrary, it hinders me, Clodpole, from 


being ſeem. 

Ch. That's right; but how comes it to be ſo dark? 

Lov. Thou art very inquiſitive. 

Clod. If 1 had been a Scholar, I ſhould have thought 
of things, that never had been thought on, Sir, be- 
fore. | 

* Lov. I believe ſo—for thou talk'ſt ſo like a Philo- 
ſopher——ls Damaris very kind to thee? _. : 

Clod. I am, Sir | 

Lo. Haſh, I hear em coming, Clodpole, 
| Enter Wite, Damaris. 

| Wife. Damaris! 
Dam. Madam. : 
| Wife: Leave the Door half open. 
Dam. I have fo, Madam. 
= Tov. Where are you, my fair Miſtreſs 7 
ift. Here, Mr. Lovemore: q 


5 oF 78 Lov. Let me kiſs this pretty Hand of yours. 


Hife. Now We are fafe, my Husband is aſleep, Sir. 
we. Let us retire into the next Porch, Madam, there 
dee ſhall have more Convenience. | 15 

Mie. Lead me, Sir; come, Damari. Er. 
4 * | ; Enten ' 
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N Enter Brittle. e 9 
Brit. I heard my Wife ſteal ſoftly down Stairs, and 
got my Clothes on, as faſt as I could, and follow'd 
r; where can the Baggage be? 
Clad. Why Damaris, I ſay; O, art thou there? thy 
Miſtreſs ſays her Husband's very ſafe, he ſnores like 
any Devil; he little thinks his Wife and Mr. Lovemore 
are together now; I'd give a Crown to hear what 
the Cuckold dreams of certainly twou'd be worth 
laughing at; for my part I think my Maſter does him 
too much honour, and hes an impudent Fellow, to 
defire to keep her only to himſelf——why doſt thou 
not ſpeak to me, Damaris? let's follow em, and 
give me thy pretty little Fiſt, that I may kiſs it 
ah how ſweet it is? methinks 1 am eating Sugar- 
Plumbs——oh fye, what doſt thou mean by that ? Ido 
not take this for a Favour. | 
- Brit. Who's there ? HE 
Clod. No body, Sir, no body. Exits. 
Brit. He's gone; but has inform'd me whom my 
treacherous Wife is with——once more L' ſend for 
her Parents, I hope I ſhall convince em now, and get 
their Conſents to be divorc'd from her———ho, Je- 


remy, Teremy ! 
Enter Jeremy above, 
Fer. Did you call, Sir? 

Brit. Yes, come down quickly. G 
Fer. Here I am, Sir, 1 don't know who cou'd 
come quicker. | 

Brit. O, are you there? "EA 
Fer. Yes, Sir. SIS 

Brit. Hiſt ſpeak ſoftly——look you, go to my Fa- 
ther and Mother-in-Law, and tell em I defire they d 
come hither inſtantly—d'ye hear, Feremy — Feremy! 

er. Sir. 1 1 

Brit. Why, where are you, Sir? SS. 

Fer. Here, Sir. n $8 

Brit. Here, Sir, why where the Devils that, Sir? 
Fer. Here, here, Sir. | | 22110 
Brit. Oh that's well —I fay go immediately to my 
Father and Mother · in-Law, and give em my humble 


* 
1 
$ T7 » ws. 


eee 


— ri 


. * 
. 
=, 


£Q AﬀT 17 O'1 ANF SA. | 
The AMoRous Wipow: or, 


Service, and tell em that ſomething has happen d, dye 
bear, and defire em to come hither immediatel/ — 
| ha!-why don't you anſwer, Sirrah. Jeremy! why, 


what is de Devil run away with him JFeremy! 
Fer. Here, Sir! | | 
- - Brit: Here you Raſcal, if I come to you, Ill — 


oh damn'd Rogue! he has murder'd me! Sirrah, come 


hither, or Lll beat you to death. 
Fer. Ay, but won't you beat me if I do? 
Brit. Come hither, I tell you. 
Fer. Um, but you will beat me, if I do. 

Brit. Come hither, I tell you——oh this provoking: 
= I tell you I won't beat you, Booby. 
Fer. Ah! won't you indeed. 

Brit. I won't indeed A ſenſeleſs Cur ! come 
nearer—Go to my Father and Mother-in-Law, and 
pray em to come hither inſtantly ; tel} em 'tis a Buſi- 
neſs of the greateſt Importance to me in the world 
if you find em unwilling, deſire em to come this once, 
and I'll never trouble em more, d'ye hear. 

Fer. Yes Sir, I am gone. Exit. 


Enter Lovemore, Wife, Damaris, Clodpole, | 

Brit, Who comes here? oh 'tis my Wife, and her 
Gallant. IIl make uſe of the Darkneſs of the Night, 
and hear what tis they ſay. . 

Wife. 1 muſt be gone, my Husband may wake, and 
mils me. 

Lov. Will you leave me ſo ſoon ? 

Wife. We have had Diſcourſe enough for the firſt time. 
Tov. I have not told you half I had to ſay. 
Me. Farewel, another time you ſhall tell me. 


Lov. When I confider you leave me to go to your. 


Husband, it diſtracts me—the Privilege a Husband has 
is Death to any Lover, Madam. 


Wife. Are you ſo weak to be diſturb'd at that? Do 


you think all Women love their Husbands, Sir? We 


often depend on Parents, who mind nothing but 
Wealth ; they force us to obey 'em, and marry whom 


they pleaſe, not whom we love; but commonly We 
Brit. 


are even with em, and uſe em as they deſerve. 
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Brie. Ah poor Husbands, what Devils do we n 
into our Boſoms? 


Tov. He is not worthy to be your Husband, Mas 
dam, tvras Cruelty to marry you to fo mean a Perſon 


 —Heaven never meant you for a Citizen's Wife. 


Brit. If Heaven had made her thine thou woud'ſt 
change thy Note I have heard enough, I'll in. I Ex. 
Dam. If you have any more to ſay of your Hugs» 
band, Madam, diſpatch, for tis late. 
- Lov. Now thou art cruel, Damaris. 

Wife, I muſt be gone, farewel, Sir. 

Tov. Since you will have it ſo, I muſt obey ; but I 
beſeech you, Madam, conſider what, Torments Le en- 
dure, that I muſt leave you. * 2807 1 

Clod. Where art thou, Damaris? 21 d 

Dam. I am here; farewel. 

Lov. I'll now go to my Viſcount at the Tavern; 
follow me, Clodpole. oi. 

Wife. Are they gone, Damaris: 

Dam. Yes, Madam. 

Wife. Let us go in again, and make no Noiſe. | 

Dam. Oh Heavens! what ſhall we do ? the Door's 
lock'd, Madam, 

Wife, Lock'd! call 7 Jeremy to open it—call him ſoftly. 


Dam. Feremy ! Fere 
Sur Brin above. 
Xe pr © ! have I caught you, my fine 
wk ? - glad to ſee you abroad at this time 


＋ the Night, Madam. 


Wife. What hurt is it to take the freſh Air. of the' 
Evening ? 


Brit. Alas, none in the World, tis the propereſt 


Time you cou'd have choſen ; to take the Air! no, 


*rwas rather to take a Heat, you Witch you; I know 


your whole Plot, Gentlewoman ; 1 heard how ſweetly 
dhe and your. impudent Gallant ſang out my Praiſes; 


ut tis my Comfort now I ſhall be reyeng'd—I ſhall 


-now. convince your Father and Mother that my Com- 
plaints were juſt; now they ſhall ſee what a diſorderly 
hoy you lead ; they'll be here preſently. 


0 What ſhall, we do now, Damaris ? 
Brit. 
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- Brit. A ha! is your Prompter-to Wiekedneſs ſtruck. 
dumb? This was an Accident you did not look for; 'I 
triumph, Madam, now; now I ſhall bring down your 
Pride, and deſtroy all your little Artifices——hitherto - 
ou manag d your Roguery ſo cunningly, nothing that 
{could fay would be believ'd but now, thanks to 
my Stars, all your Plots will be laid open to your laſt- 
ing Shame. | 
Wife. Pray Husband let the Door be open'd for me. 
Brit, No, you ſhall ſtay there till your Parents come 
——they ſhall ſee what Hours you keep; in the mean 
time think of ſome Trick to deliver you from this 
damnable Adventure—make em, if you can, believe 


T wrong you till; that this Nocturnal Pilgrimage was 


but a Sally to a Neighbour's Labour, or ſo. 


Wife. No indeed, Husband, I'll diſguiſe nothing from 


You ; Tt not defend myſelf, or deny any thing. 
Brit. Tis becauſe you have no hope to invent any 
thing that will be now believ d. 
Wife. I confeſs I am to blame, you have cauſe to 
be angry with me; but I. beſeech you do not expoſe 
me to my Parents Fury. | 
Brit. I kiſs your Hands, fair Madam. 
Mie. Dear Husband, I beſeech you. 
Brit. Now you are caught Iam your dear Husband, 
am 1? you never us d ſuch kind Words to me before. 
Mie. Truſt me, I'll never give you cauſe to com- 
in of me agen. 
Brit. You'd as good ſay nothing. Farewel. | 
* Wife.” Pray ſtay; hear me but one Word before you go. 
Brit. Well, what have you to ſay ? 
Wie. I conteſs I have been to blame; that all your 
Complaints were juſt ;: I watch'd till you were aſleep 
to meet that Gentleman you ſpoke of but ſure you 


may pardon. little Failings in one ſo young as I am 


ane that has ſcarce ſeen any thing of the World; that 
may fall into Frailty, and yet think no harm. we 
Brit. In good time; twou'd be a notable proof of 
my Charity indeed, ſhould I believe you. e 
Wife. I do not ſay I am altogether guiltleſs, I only 


Pray you to forget a Fault 1 heartily repeat 7 
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ask your Pardon! for; if you grant me w penn gain 
more upon me than all my Parents Anger or the 
Bonds of Marriage can ever have Pow'r to do. —In a 


word, it ſhall make me renounce all Com 


pany and 


Courtſhip may, you ſhall find me the moſt obedient 
Wife in the whole Workbbeod, Pr n Aa oa 


and only yo . love. 
Brit. 1 wheedling Crocodile: 1 
Wife. Will you not believe me thed'? 
Brit. No. 
Wife. Sweet Husband, be ſo good- -natur'd to me. 
Brit. No. 
Wife. Let me entreat you.” 
| Brit. No! . 
- Wife. As you love Heaven. 
Brit. No, I'll have the World fre her: you a 


- Wife. If you make me defperate; know, a Woman 


in that Condition i is capable of doing any thing. 
Brit. What will gd ſweet Ladyſhip do? 
Wife. That- which you may repent n 
1 with this Knife, if you deny me. 
Brit. Very good. 


A = 


kill | 


Wife. *Twill not be ſo good as 1 b 2 


ther; every one knows how ill we have liv'd toget 
——when I am dead, no one will doubt but . — 
were my Murderer my Parents will never 0 


Death go unreveng'd——they will purſue you with 25 
Severity that Law or Friends will ſuffer em. Con- 
ſider of it; I am not the firſt Wife, that has kil'd ber 


{elf to be reveng' d of a cruel hard- hearted Husband. 


Brit. O your Servant Killing one's felt _ been 


long out of faſhion, Madam. 


Wife. Aſſure yourſelf II do it, if you perſiſt i in your 
Refuſal, and do not open the Door to me immediately. 
> Brit. Adad, I'll truſt you; 1 ſhall not be frighted 


with this Trick. 


* If you ſeape the Law, my Ghoſt ſhall haynt | 
or't 


gt Ah! it I were but rid of your Perſon now, 1 


ſhou'd not much fear your Ghoſt hereafter. 
. Wife. I am juſt doing it. 


J 
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long about it. 
: Dam. Hold, Madam, you cannot be in exrneſt 


Brit. No, no, I warrant her. 85 Lion. 


- -Wife. Stand off; I'll kill thee ele there. 


T 


- Wife. So, now you find too late I did not jeſt; be 
can witneſs, Damaris, who was my Murderer; com- 


mend me to my Parents, tell em, my laſt Requeſt i is, 


that they will ſee my Death reveng d upon my * 
Husband. 

Dam. She's gone, ſhe's gone; O jealous Monſter t to 
murder {ſo ſweet a Creature — L'll to her Father and 
Mother inſtantly, my Witneſs will be enough to hang 
vou ou were the Cauſe of her Death, and I may 
with a fafe Conſcience fwear twas you that did it. 

Brit. All's very ſtill Is it poſſible ſhe can be 
ſo malicious to kill herſelf only to have me hang'd ? 
EL Il light a Candle and come e down . [ Ex. 

- | Wife: Damaris X 
Dam. Madam. 
Wi ife. Come hither, and ſand up cloſe here by 1 me. 
Bitter Brittle with a Light, they go in. 

- Dri. Can a Woman's Wickedneſs extend ſo far to 
Wen herſelf, to damn her Soul, only to be reveng'd 
of me — ha! here's no body, I might have be- 
liev d this, at firſt: when the cunning Quean found 
neither Prayers, nor Threats wou'd work upon me, 
ſhe ran away; better and better ſtil this will con- 
vince her Parents with a vengeance and render her 


odious to the whole World — ha! how the duce 


came this Door lock d! open the Door there quicKly. 


Enter Wife and Damaris above. 
unf. Away you drunken Sot; get you to the Ta- 


vern from whence you came, is this an Hour to come 


home in, is this a Life for an honeſt Man to = 
Brit. How's this? have you 


"Wife. Go, go, baſe Man, I am weary on't. I'll en- 
dure it no longer, III complain to my Father and Mo- 


ther ont. 
Brit. Have you the Impudence to fay all this to my 


yery Face? | Enter 


Fit. It may be ſo; but yet methinks, eee 


4 


* 


1 


* 
N 


| . Og to give one the griping of the Guts, 
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ZntebJereriy; 88“ Feter, Lady Pride dai an Umbritlh. 
Wife. 1 beſeech you Sir, and you dear Madam, to 


come hither, and do me Juſtice on a Husband whom 


ny and Wine have quite diſtracted; he neither 

nows what he does, nor what he fays— he has ſent 

for you himſelf to witneſs the greateſt Piece of Ex- 

*travagance that ever yet was heard of there he 

ſtands, juſt now come from the Tavern, Madam; how 
many Nights do I fit up for him? 

Brit. Was there ever ſuch a Devil? 

Wife. If you hearken to him he'll tell you he's the 
moſt injur'd man in the whole City; that whilſt he 
flept, I ſtole away from him to meet a Gentleman, 
-and a thouſand other idle Stories of the ſame Nature, Sir. 

Dam. Yes Madam, he wou'd fain haye made us be- 
_ heve that he was in the Houſe, and we abroad 
this Folly he's ſo ſtrangely poſſeſt with, you can hardly 
now beat it out of his Head. 

L. Pri. Tis the ſtrangeſt Impudence in the whole 
2 to call us out of our Beds at this Time ot the 
Night 

Brix. I muſt confeſs I never fave: o much 9 
dence before. 

Sir Pet. What is your meaning, Son, to uſe me thus? 

Wife. Oh my dear Father, I am weary of my Life, 
and can no. longer endure ſuch a wicked Husband; 

4 Patience is tired, he has ſaid a thouſand "injurious _ 
Things to me belides. 

Sir Pet, Troth, Son, you are a very unworthy Fel- 
low; do not anger me any more, I ſay do not. 

Dam. Truly, Sir, tis a ſhame to ſee a pretty Gen- 
tlewoman us d thus—all the Neighbotrs take notice 
on't ; nay, it calls to Heaven for Vengeance on him. 

Brit. Can I endure all this? Pray, Sir, hear me but 
two Words. 

Wife. Pray hear him, Sir. 

Dam. He has drunk fo much, no body can 0 
him. Methinks I ſmell him hither. 

Brit. I ſhall run mad—Father-in-Law I conjure you 
Sir Pet. Stand farther off you ſmellof Wine intolerably. 

Brit. Madam, ſhall I entreat you? 

L. Pri. Out upon him, his Breath's infectious 


Brie. 


* 
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Brit. Let me but tell you only 
Sir Per. Keep farther off I fay, I can't endure you. 
Brit. Pray, Madam, give me leave—— 

L. Fri. Away, away, your Breath, Son, turns my 
Aammcb. 

Brit. Well then, if youll hear me Tl ſtand farther 
| a {wear to you I have not been out of my 
| Houſe to-night, nor three Minutes out of my Bed.; 

*twas ſhe that was abroad. 

Wife: Now, Madam, did not I tell you he'd ſay n 
before 

Dam. Lou ſee what likelihood there is of this? 
Brit. I call all the Stars to witneſs I was in my 
Houſe, and that.. 

I. Fri. Hold your tongue, your Folly's inſupportable. 
Brit. May I be thunderſtruck immediately, if I was 
-out of my Houle. 

Sir Pet. Come, trouble us no more, but ask her 
Pardon. i. | 

Brit. I ask her Pardon! 

L. Pri. Yes you, and - preſently too, you were beſt. 
"Brit. What! ſhe offends, and 1 muſt ask Pardon? 
Sir Pet, Do not expoſtulate with me, leſt you re- 

Pent it. 
Brit. Oh Barnaby Brittle, what haſt thou brought 
thy ſelf to! 

L. Pri. Daughter, come down. 

Sir Pet. Make haſte, that your Husband may ask your 
Pardon before we go. 

L. Fri. III pull down your kubborn Heart; Pll teach 
you what i it is to abuſe a Gentlewoman ſo. [Ex. 

Enter Wife, Damaris. 
Come Clown, and ask your Wife forgiveneſs. quickly. 

Wife. Shall I forgive him, Madam; no, tis im poſ- 
ſible, I deſire to be divorc'd from him. 

Sir Pet. Daughter, ſuch Separations are ſcandalous ; 


tho' he's ſo fooliſh to defire it, yet you ought to be 


wiſer, Child have Patience, and try him once again. 

. Wife. After ſo many Affronts, can I endure him longer? 
Sir Pet. You mult, 1 command you do it. 

Hife. That ſtops my Mouth, your Power is e 
Dam. Sweet natur d Creature ! 


We Wie. 


1 
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Wife. You ſee, all that he does is by Conſtraint—— 
but whatever Force I uſe upon myſelt, I am reſolv d, 
I will obey you, Sir | 
Dam. Innocent Lamb! 
Sir Pet. Come Sir 7 
Wife. All you can do is to no purpoſe, Sir, to- morrow 
he'll do the fame again. ' 
Sir Pet. Ill take care of that come Son, kneel down. 
Brit. How! kneel? | 
I Sir Per. Yes kneel, and quickly too. 
Brit. O Torment! hat muſt I ſay? 
Sir Pet. Madam, I beg your Pardon. 
Brit. How! Madam. 
L. Pri. Yes Madam; is ſhenot a Gentlewoman © 
Brit. Then Madam, I beg your Pardon. 
Sir Pet. For the Folly I committed. 
Brit. For the Folly I committed—in marrying you. 
Sir Pet. I promiſe you hereafter Þ1! lead a better Life. 
Brit. I promiſe you hereafter 11] lead a better Life. 
Wife. Well Husband, do ſo then, and I freely pardon 
4 your paſt Fault. 
8 Sir Pet. Take notice this is the laſt time welt en- 
dure your Impertinence. | l 
L. Pri. If you return to your Folly, you ſhall be 
taught your Duty to ſuch a Wife, and what reſpe& 
you ought to pay to the Quality of her Parents. 
Wife. Come, Dear, give me your Hand we will be 
Friends. 
Dam. O Miracle of Goodneſs! 
. Wife, *Twill be to no purpoſe for you to run wild 
again; if you do, in time I ſhall make you tame. | 
Brit. Well, I muſt endure it then ——or if I will be 
free, I muſt either hang or drown myſelf. 
Enter Cunningham, Lady Laycock, Prudence. 
L. Pri. Look, it the Noiſe you made has not brought 
down my Sifter Laycock — I fear we have diſturb'd - 
your Ladyſhip. | | 
L. Lay. What's the matter? 
IL. Pri. Here has been a little Difference between my 
Daughter and her Husband ; but thanks to Heaven, 
Madam, now all's well. 8 | 


Enter © 


"x WP 
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Enter Merryman, Lovemore, Clodpole, Jeffery. 
- - Tov. With much importunity, Madam, I have brought 
my Lord again. 3 
Mer. Yes Madam, I am come once more to end this 
fooliſh Buſineſs; do you conſent to what I laſt propos d. 
IL. Lay. Yes, Sir, you ſhall have all you defir'd of me. 
Mer. O, are You there! you thought to have ſnapt 
her, did you ? 827881 
Cun. I confeſs, my Lord, I love her nor ſhou d 
you make ſuch an eaſy Conqueſt, did ſne not bind ( 
my Hands. 
Aer. What the Devil ails you? are you not pleas'd 
that I make you my Nephew, Sir? 
| Gun. No, my Lord, when you take from me all I 
love. ; Th 
IL. Lay. Why will you not marry her, my Lord, and 
leave me to Mr. Cunningham! ou ſee what a Paſſion 
Ade has for me. 
Mer. And don't I ſnew a greater Paſſion for you? who 
have been offer'd ſo many thouſand Pounds to be Friends 
"with Bouteville—yet at your Requeſt I do it gratis. 
I., Lay. May I not juſtly doubt you, when you told 4 
mee to my face I was both old and ugly. 
ler. I did but jeſt when I faid fo——you ſhall call 
me what you pleaſe; and when I am merry I muſt. 
© Have leave to ſay any thing to you go, Prudence, 
get my Niece. | . 
L. Lay. Well, Mr. Cunningham, ſince there's no Re- 
medy, for my fake marry her. 
Tov. Nay Fack, you muſt conſent, ſince my Lady 
deſires it of you. ng 
Cun. How it your Niece, Madam, will not conſent 
it? f 
L. Lay. Tl anſwer for her — ſhe dares not refuſe 
when I command her. a 
Euter Philadelphia and Prudence. | þ 
Mer. Come hither, my pert Niece, and let me ſee 
how obedient you can be to your Aunt. © | 
L. Lay. My Lord has taken care to provide a Hus- 
Mer. Yes, my pretty little ſmirking Rogue come 
male mea Curt ſey for t, and give me Thanks. 1 
1 488 r Phil, 
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Phil. 1 am too young to marry yet, my Lord. 

' Pr, You'll make your Aunt angry with you 
give him your Hand, ſince ſhe'll have it ſo. 
I. Lay. Fooliſh Girl, not to know when ſhe's well. 
Phil. Well Sir, I give you my Hand; but cannot 
promiſe to love you. 1 N 

Mer. That you'll quickly learn, if you'll give your 
Mind to't—however, he ſhall venture it, Madam tyvill 
require a day or two to put myſelf into an Equi 
fit for my Quality=—Our Marriage. ſhall be Jeferr'd ol 
then ; bur theirs ſhall be diſpatch'd immediately. 
Cun. Had I notbeſt tell her the whole Truth now ? 

. _ Lov. No, twill ſpoil our Mirth=—ſtay till the true 
Viſcount comes—it cannot be properly done till then, 
Cun. Now, Madam, I have a Requeſt to you. 

L. Lay. Conclude it granted, Sir. I'M 

Cun. Feffery loves Prudence, and. hopes you will not 
oppoſe it, Madam. Oh 

L. Lay. What ſay you to it, Prudence? 

Pru. If hell 2 not to be jealous, Madam. 
© Feff. If you'll engage never to give me cauſe, Prudence. 

Pru. Well, I will marry you; and promiſe, if I find 2 


troubleſome, you ſhall not be jealous without a Cau 
-— oy 
Dam. Well. | | | 
Clod. Shall not we couple too——you underſtand me; 
Dam. You'll carry me into the Country, and my La- 
dy will not be willing to part with me. - N 
Lov. What ſay you, Madam Brittle ? if you'll com- 
mend Damaris to honeſt Clodpole, II ſettle em in a 
good Living, Madam. | 
Wife. If you are willing, Husband, I'll conſent to it. 
Brit. Aye, Aye, with all my Heart; and more, II 
give a Sum of Money to be rid of her. 
Dam. Come Clodpole, *tis a Bargain. 
Clod. There's my Hand on't. 
Mer, Methinks, Sir, you that are ſo buſy to couple o- 
thers want a Mate yourſelf—ſhall I provide one for you? 
Lov.. I will not give your 2 ſo much Trouble 
Il ay this in the Praiſe of little London, I never 
wanted a handſome Miſtreſs here, but when I wanted 


Money. _— * 
! 


” 
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Cen. Prichee leave thy wild-vay of Lore, and Mate. | 
Tom.” 
— I thankyou on for your Advice ; but 1 think am 
better as I am Il know not what Difference thereis in 
our Way of Love—T am ſure there is little in the End. 
Wife. Say you ſo—1 find * tis his en to debauch 


young omen. 

'Lov. Romantick - Love is Almoſt out of faſhion, | 

ack ; fine Speeches, and much Courtſhip, are not 

its for che Ladies now-a-days—tisnow, not whoLoves 
moſt, but who Gives moſt, catches a pretty Woman. 

Fife. Fortune has been very kind to me I have 
had fair warning, and will tempt her fickle Ladyfhip 
no more. Well, Dear, if you'll forgive all my paſt Faults, 
henceforth III never giye you any Cauſe to be Jeatous 
of me more. 

-Byir. I muſt believe you—tho' you have jilted me 
ſo often, you may well excuſe me if 1 doubt WES 

| Enter Servant, - ' 

Ser. Madam, the Parſon's come. 

Mer. That's well— bid m Servants fie up 
well 8⁰ merrily” to this Buſtneſs. 

Bw > SO 

| Cun. Take my Word, Merryman, the Viſcount 620 
make you 4 Preſent for acting his part ſo well. 

Mer. I thank you, Sir-—ſo, ev'ry one take his Mi- 
ſtreſs by the Hand; well lead to the Parſon - Our 
Marriage, Dear, muſt be a while deferr'd =Theirs 


mall be _difpatch'd immediately. - 
Tov. Pray tell me one thing Gallants— ſince all your ; 


Weddings are to be together, why ſhould the merr. 
Execution be divided Ive heard of a famous Bon | 
would hold you All. EE. 

. You mean 


| 7 "What ſay you, . Bed of Ware? 
Is 1 fand and grnethe Work ad, A es y 5 
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